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PREFACE. 



It ia not any servile imitation of a prevalent fashion that leads 
' xae to acknowledge a purpose in these slight sketches. 

Without irony, it may be asserted, that a Railway Book-stall 
suggests a rapid train of thought. Tlie acceleration e£Eected in our 
literature, whereby three old established half-guinea volumes become 
compressed into one newly invented shilling book, is not the least 
remaikable among modem marvels ; but in close proximity to such 
a startling fact, I place the inscrutable aptitude of authors and 
publishers, to illustrate human passion and sentiment by distant 
examples and in far off latitudes. One half the tessellated shew- 
board of a railway book-stall is monopolized by wild-boar contests 
or scalp-hunting adventures, the great part of them valiantly 
achieved in a first floor in Pimlico or Camden Town. 

Now this is clearly the age for domestic literature ; why, then, lay 
the venue of modern life-sketches in these remote districts ? Dis 
tance lends enchantment to the view, possibly ; and you get height 
of colouring by extended space ; but three mile panoramas, like the 
orthodox three volume novels are sometimes too highly wrought 
and have their tintings too obviously ** laid on with a trowel." Let 
UB see if by narrowing the canvas to the dimensions of homely family 
pictures, we may not gain in tone what we lose in vividness. 

I have tried to combat another fallacy in these little stories. The 
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II PEEFACE. 

sudden altemationa of humour and sentiment are in some qu 
deemed imnatural. I am confirmed in a precisely contrary opinid 
by noticing that many intensely quiet and highly sentiment 
streets have frequently abrupt "round the comers,** turning 
the queerest and most grotesque localities ; and I think the man wi 
does not believe comedy and pathos may be compressed within ved 
limited dimensions, cannot have traversed much the great thoroug 
fares of life. 

I have but to add, the Wedding Gloves are quite new ; but thej 
do not possess the advantage considered, I believe, a recommendatioif 
with these articles, in a mercantile sense, of being French. 

If I do not now announce the authorship of this work, it is i 
because I am ashamed of my name or my book, but on the grounc| 
that it is quite time enough for an author to come forward, if th 
public demand his appearance in a second production after wit 
nessing his first. I am anxiously waiting at the wing, '* all ears," 
antioipaldon of the welcome call for: — A PACKET OF 




with which, being the second volume of an intended series ot 
Wedding Glovb PapBrs, will be "presented gratis," the name of 

THE AUTHOR. 
London^ January (he first, 1855. 
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INTRODUCTION. 



The "Pantiles," Tunbridge Wells, were the most 
venerable, aristocratic, and (even to a slippery extent) 
Wgbly polished paving stones ever trodden under foot by 
the aristocracy of this realm. 

They were looked up to — I mean down upon — as the 
foundation upon which rested the reputation of that 
I justly famed "Watering Place. The distinguished visitors 
I had* a scarcely definite thought or recollection of the 
town in any way, except as being " The Pantiles." 

They cared more for the houses and shops bordering 

I this popular pathway, than for the hills and dales of the 

picturesque vicinage ; and, although I don't suppose 

they actually regarded the inhabitants as bricks, I am 

not sure they did not merge them into " Pantiles." 

Ihese shops and houses were, and are, some of the 

, oldest, coziest, drollest, and most preposterous habita- 

I tions ever projected — as project they do jfrom below ; 

I Mlt chiefly of wood, especially in the upper stories, 

md^ therefore, in the nature of their construction, par- 

lUSfy excusing the mistake of confounding the inhabitants 

lAik their residences. 

It was the owner of one of the very woodenest upper 
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XIV INTBODUCTION. 

stories, who, one fine morning (no, it was wet, and tbe 
Pantiles never showed to advantage in the rain) took it 
into liis upper story to take up the *' pantiles" and lay 
down "flags." There is ever a sympathy in congenial 
minds, and the other wooden " uppers " acquiescing, 
the next season's fashionable visitors were horror- 
struck at finding their esteemed friends, the " Pantiles," 
removed to another and a warmer sphere in the kitchens 
of the tradespeople, and their place supplied by rude 
unpolished granite, coarsely and impudently — without 
any special permission whatever — assuming the title of 
" Parade." The aristocratic patrons of Tunbridge "Wells 
indignantly resented this outrage upon the sanctity of 
their favourite pathway: a good many marrying men 
were expected that season, or the majority of the ladies 
would have left instantly; but it was clear the whole 
superstructure of society was imperilled if you tampered 
with existing foundations. From such treason it was a 
very easy transition indeed to shout, " Up with your 
Pantiles and down with Church and State !" 

The visitors, however, graciously agreed to look over — 
they were too incensed to look at — the new pavement. 
But let there be no more of your " improvements," if you 
please. It is a very bad business, and pray don't allow 
it to be made good. 

Messrs. Dove and Juniper's silk mercery establish- 
ment is on the Parade. The term silk mercery, however, 
as applied to these extensive premises is comprehensive, 
and involves numerous varieties in bridal and funeral 
" undertaking." Indeed, these several departments are 
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INTBODUCnON. XV 

»|^iicted by the principals respectively, that is to say, 
Jrour purchases comprise white watered silk, " pure " 
jAbons, orange blossoms, "clock" hose, white kid gloves, 
^|d the like unequivocal articles, the items would be 
-Momerated on gilt edged satin paper, as, " Bot. of Dovb 
'JftA Juniper ;" but if yours be a funeral transaction, 
■Qien you would find yourself on lugubrious black edged 
jpl^r, "Dr. to Juniper and Dove," for interment ex- 
jpenses of any " late lamented" friend. It is Mr. Dove 
t&nself who is now intently and admiringly examining a 
h/Bmen pairs of "extra Paris" white kid gloves, "to 
kttid," that morning, and as he asserts, " direct as im- 
jOTted," though whether "imported direct," the ambi- 
I guity of the phrase still leaves an open question. 
I The statistics of mascidine urbanity may be incomplete, 
i but it would seem improbable there could be a nicer man 
I &aa Mr. Dove. It never in the least impaired his 
I affiibility to find, on "attending to" The Honble. Mrs. 
de Fidgetts, that the cranky old lady clearly didn't know 
what on earth she wanted, and wouldn't allow any body 
to tell her. No " counter irritation" whatever was pro- 
duced on Mr. Dove, as the venerably ill-tempered 
Spinster tossed over "books" contemptuously, stigma- 
l^ed " cambrics " injuriously, and insulted " mulls " 
I Bcuirilously. She ruffled Mr. Dove (and co-partner's) 
I iBosHn, but not Mr. Dove's temper. Nay, indeed, when 
Ijlposa one occasion Mrs. de Fidgetts did actually rumple 
]&« Dove's own personal cambric, as he then and there 
j/fioAj by an inspection of his rigorously starched front, 
^ tiie plea of its being the exact quality required, and 
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XVI INTEODUCTION. 

nothing produced — no not even the very piece it was 
made from — being like it; lie still remained smilingly 
polite, and called Mrs, Be Fidgetts " Miss," v^ith seventy 
(if a day) staring — ^I mean squinting — at him out of her 
dexter eye. Is the bland silk mercer's irradiated counte- 
nance a little less satirical in its aspect to the pretty girl 
succeeding Mrs. De Fidgetts in the reception of Mr. 
Dove's polite " attentions," and who asks sensible ques- 
tions, makes intelligible requests, and avoids unnecessar}- 
trouble ? "Well, may be ! 

Mr. Dove resumes the inspection of the gloves which 
the profitless visit of his former customer had interrupted, 
and apparently well satisfied with the result, places them 
in an elegant box, observing, "These are splendid gloves: 
just the goods we want for wedding pinrposes. We shall 
have several matches coming oflf in this neighbourhood 
soon, Til engage. Silence, gentlemen, here comes IVIiss 
Pippen and her aunt. Lay any money they'll open the 
dozen." 

We shaU see. 
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THE GOLDEN PIPPEN. 



" A creature not too bright or good« 
For human nature's d^y food, 
For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 
Ptaise, blame, loye, kisses, tears, and smiles.'* 

WOBDfiWORTH. 



OHAPTEB THE TIEST. 

pi IK) not know what your favourite costume may chance 
be, sir, but if it comprises ^ white hat with a black 
i, followed as we pass you personally downwards by 
anff-coloured and partially snuff-covered coat, hearth- 
• waistcoat and plaid trousers, distinctly indicating the 
line of the knee, the whole embellished by a walking- 
ck with a decided preponderance of knob, red scarf, 
mosaic jewellery, — presuming these to be the general 
Its of your toilet arrangements, and you had pre- 
«d yourself at the door of Mr. Puritan Gay's chambers 
[ Barnard's Inn, Holbom, about two years since, accom- 
lied by a friend occupying a post of observation in a 
liently obscured doorway adjacent ; you would have 
received by a very trim, civil, and voluble gentle- 
by name Mr. Bob Double, who in reply to your 
ies respecting Mr. Puritan Gay's whereabout, would 
■promptly replied: "Mr. Puritan Gay, sir, — not at 
sir, — has been sent for, sir, to his aunt at Devon- 
-another attack — alarmingly ill — ^immensely rich— 
, Puritan comes in for all the property — quite cuts him 
-four doctors — impossible the old lady can survive — 
-I name P — call again, sir ? " 



I 



Digitized by Google 



2 THE aOLDEN PIPPKN. 

Mr. Bob Double has indeed delivered this speech to an 
applicant for admission, whose costume we nave feebly 
endeavoured to depict, and now returns to the completion 
of the duty in which he had been interrupted, that of 
furnishing a second muffin for the breakfast table of Mr. 
Puritan Guy. 

The exigency necessitating a "follow" muffin, is that 
Mr. Gay chances on the present occasion to be favoured by 
the presence of his friend and cousin Mr. Florid Law- 
limb, to whom, in the pauses of the refreshment, the 
former gentleman explains his financial position — " Well 
now then. Florid, my boy (he's gone for the muffin), as 
you legal humbugs call it, that's my case — liabilities, 
seven hundred — assets may be compressed into the pupil- 
lary region without the slightest daniage to the visual 
organ. Creditors not half the jolly dogs they were in 
the halcyon days of beginning to owe — impron^tu visitors 
alarmingly frequent, and distressingly unpolite — ^ttiere's 
no peace for the beU, or repose for the knocker ; in fiict, 
I mean to have the latter ornament removed, as an «ct c^ 
mercy to one man, who will infallibly dislocate his aim 
if it IS allowed to remain." 

" Shout out for the muffin," interposes Mr. Lawlimb. 

"Shout j^ourself," replies Mr. Gay; "I heard the 
knocker go just now — obliged to be careful of my vmee." 

But the proposed declamation is rendered jieedless on 
the part of either gentleman by the opportune entrance 
of Bob himself, who deftly deposits the muffin before 
Mr. Lawlimb. 

" Eappee?" briefly interrogated his master, apparently 
asking for snuff, but in reali^ inquiring the name of tii© 
recent performer on the door knocker. 

" That was the identical gent, sir." 

"Gone?" 

" Yes, sir." 

."Where am I?" 

" On the Continent, sir j and your aunt " 
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THE €K)LDEN PIPPBK. 3 

" Tou have not killed her again ? " 

" No, sir, only given her a severe illness," 

" AU right— flit." 

And Mr. Double ^eedily disappeatw. 

Mr. Lawlimb, having bj this time fiukhed toeak&st, 
mselj proceeds to assist degluti^aon by staretchmg kis 
legs on a chair before hiou and continues the <H)nversa- 
ikm h|r remarking, " Why, 1 thought you netted a decent 
living out of aunt's charitable donations*" 

'' Have dcme ; but the subscriptions are filling off." 

" How d'ye account for that ?** 

" Tour excdknt patron^ Unde Florid, who doesn't in 
tto least patromse me, has, I fancy, put ^e benev<^^it 
(Ad soul up to asking some awkward questions lately. 
Let me see — her donations for providing the Choidctaw 
IndianB with flannel inexpressibles half ^id my taaior's 
bill — ^her contribution to tlie Tee-total Society was a«tep- 
gap for my wine merchant — ^her gratuity to the associa- 
tion for compelling everybody to consume thdr own 
smi^e enabled me to renew amicable r^i^lons wii^ mv 
cigar m^^ant — nnd. a life subscripticm to the Ani- 
mals' Friend Society neariy squared tip my staye ac- 
count*-^" 

Mr. Gay stops to -laugh here, and Mr. Florid loucUy 
joins ham, the latter gentleman ejaculating, " What a 
©mfounded s¥rindle ! " He is so oppressed with this 
reflection, that to bear the recital betl^ he lights a cigar, 
tmd genteelly elevates his second boot on a thitd clMdr— 
Mr. Gay adroitiy catching the cigar-case his visitor has 
thrown him) and also lifting a cigar, continues his feli- 
citouB peraoiial narrative. " I had some thoughts of 
iududng our jolly old aunt to build a new 'wing to a 
hydropathic establishment to include the whole of my 
creditors (gad, how I should like to see them ^1 in wet 
blankets) ; but I'll stow dodging, do the honourable 
filing. In oM^ to satisfy my credito»l^ I'll kereidtily 

sacrifice myself, and " 

B 2 
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4 THE GOLDEN PIPPEX. 

" 0-0 througli the court," exclaims Mr. Lawlimb. 

"No, go tnrougli the courting — marry the Gold^i 
Pippen.'* 

Mr. Lawlimb leisurely elevates his other leg crosswise 
on the farthest chair, takes two whiffs of his cigar, pauses, 
and after some reflection observes — " Ah, but 1 don't 
know whether I shan't marry her." 

Mr. Puritan smiles curiously, but is not overcome. 
Don't believe, young ladies, with a pair of lovers each, 
that they are everlastingly at daggers drawn, and vowing 
vengeance against each other in the noble cause of being 
head over ears in love with you. Make your minds quite 
easy on the groimd of personal violence or self-immola- 
tion, or a breach of the peace, or an early visit to Chalk 
Parm ; c^est vrai, they more frequently chat the matter 
pleasantly over a tumbler of " brandy warm " and cigars. 
Intensely disheartening, but too sadly true ! 

Mr Puritan's emotion is therefore not excessive on 
receiving the before mentioned intelligence ; he lounges 
to the window — looks out— hums an opera air — turns 
round facing the " hated rival," and with deplorable self- 
possession says, " You don't mean that, old fellow ? " 

" Pact," said Lawlimb. " Are you — give me a light — 
surprised ? " 

!But Mr. Puritan's cigar also requires attention, he 
therefore carefully winds the unlit end, and " pulls" to 
keep in the waning fire, as he rejoins, " Tes — pan, pah — 
rather pah, pah — so — you can light now. Never imagined 
you had a serious notion that way. Ton are a steady, 
hard-working beggar — decently off for tin — ^why throw 
yourself away on a girl like Amy with her moderate 
fortune ? " 

" You forget," returns Mr. Lawlimb, " Pm to a certain 
extent in the hands of my backer — ^pass the cigars." 

" And I in mine," said Mr. Gay. 

Mr. Lawlimb assents with a nod, adding, ^* Two to 
one on uncle's man, though." 
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** Double OP quits on Aunt Puritan's,'* replies Mr. 

r- 

Safe to lose," said Lawlimb ; "but come, Puritan, 
i*t let the affecting moral of the Kilkenny quadrupeds 
lost upon us — whilst fighting between ourselves the 
' ze might be peaceably secured by some anti-pugnacious 
•d party. There's that fellow Murrell, for instance, who 
the confounded impudence to consider himself in 
ae way a kinsman of ours ; he calls Amy * cousin ' in 
Jyery cool way." 
_**Hang me," interposes Mr. Gay, "if I don't believe 
bn are a sell after all." 
"How so?" 

" In love with the girl, out-and-out." 
"Eah." 

*' Must be, or never could be so absurdly jealous on 
ich false pretences. Why, independently of Murrell 
eing only a penniless hanger on or gentleman cad to 
fuMey, that awkward scrape of his at Boulogne has 
pndered him the dismaUest of woman haters." 
'Still," replies Lawlimb, "to prevent accidents, sup- 

we come to an amicable understanding. Our 

■ mutual admiration of the Pippen is concentrated in the 
olden tint." 

" Agreed. In the yellow tinge lies all the beauty." 
"Well, at a word," continues Lawlimb, " what drawback 
lo you consider there should be on the lady's personality? ' ' 
"Eh!" responds Mr. Gay. 

" Amy has fifteen thousand. Which is to be preferred 
:, — ten thousand and matrimony, or five and freedom ? " 
" A poser," returns the gentleman addressed. " Must 
rijsky a copper to decide." 

' "A toss up let it be. We'll take the goods the gods 
ovide. Let our respective patrons settle the matter 
veen themselves, and whoever may be the fortunate 
Ject hands over to the afliicted outcast five thousand to 
litesuage his atiguish." 
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6 THE GOXPSN PIPPEK. 

♦* Win sare bother and confusion," assents Mr. Gay. 
"Done, I'm off to the Wella on the strength of a 
pressing letter from aunt.'* 

**rve the dunlicate from uncle," said Lawlimbj ^*but 
let's have a rough draft of our bargain." 

** An agreement before marriage," said Mr. Gtey. 

" Not likely to have any afterwards," urged liis legal 
relative, immediately addressing himself to the concoction 
of the document. 

Keen observers may detect that this amicable arrajige- 
ment does not include any reference to the opinions and 
prepossessions of one person partially interested thereia 
— ^the young lady herself This trifling circumstance 
may probably be attributed to the fact that the ex- 
cellent young men were believers in the enlightened and 
liberal doctrines extensively shared by gentlem^i of the 
"fast" school of ethics— that the large m^ority of 
marriageable young ladies are of an intellectual status 
ranging somewhere between Kamskatchians and wild 
Indians, and inasmuch as it is only needful to secure the 
favour and affection of the female portion of these 
tribes by a judicious distribution of Ion hons, ribbons, 
and displaying an imposing personal appearance, so 
(human nature being confessedly the same all the world 
over) similar influences might successfully be brought to 
bear in the present instance. It was true, indeed, in the 
case of Mr. Florid; he had superadded the graces of 
rhetoric to personal gifts, but this gentleman was con- 
sidered to be as much in advance of his age as his more 
practical friend was with his tailor. 

This legal instrument, so highly creditable to the 
delicacy and good sense of the contracting parties, is 
scarcely completed and copi^ exchanged, when the door 
is suddenly opened and as suddenly closed by the pri- 
vHeged Bob, who, standing with his back against it and 
confronting his amiable employer, appears by that means 
to convey a sufficiently mtelligible detail of the in- 
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£pirmati0n he has to eommunicate. Mr. Otaj merely 
obsennes, " Come again." 

" Neyep cirt,'' returns Mr. Double. " He says he'll 
be larrupped." 

" Hien why ^n*i you larrup bim ? " remonstrates 
Mr. Gay. 

Bob smiles and shakes .his head, intimating that he is 
only restrained from such a proceeding by considerations 
of its eiteeme impolicy, and continues, " Says he'll be 
tarrupped if yqu are not within a convenient grabbing 
distance, and no gammoning a'nt of any use." 

"Tried every dodge," said Mr. Gay. "Proceeds of 
Irish Encumbered Estates' sale receivable to-morrow. 
Bmnmoned to the bed-side of a revered head of the 
family who has left me in tail. My aimt Croesus 
expected in town as soon as she has done dying in the 
country — ^pay in full — give a good dinner and ask no 
questions at it except, * What wine will you take ? * " 

"All no go, sir. Eappee's regularly downy this morn- 
ing," said Mr. Double, deliberately taking off his coat 
axtd handing it to his worthy employer, who at the samo 
moment produced a couple of wigs from a cupboard, 
remarking, " Th6n only one resource is left, la metamor- 
phase.'' 

" Where are you ^ing ? " inquired Mr. Lawlimb. 

" Into service,'* said Gt&j, assuming Bob's coat and then 
rdiiMuishing his own. "There's my msLster, pro tern.'' 

" Oh ! I see," responds his now enlightened friend, 
**yoiir feUow being bait for the bailiff's trap." 

" Precisely. I prefer being taken into custody by 
proxy, for which purpose I always engage a man with a 
strong resemblance to myself. Bob is not so good a 
match as I have had. Very well about the clun, but 
rather more cheek. 

"You'll find, Eappee, I'll be a first rate match for you 
if you don't look sharp," urges Mr. Double. " I dodged 
him out in the back garden to give time, but he's finding 
his way heife now.'* 
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8 THE GOLDEN PEPPIK. 

" Quite ready," said Mr. Gray, administering % few 
finishing touches to his own and Bob's dress ; and, 
thrusting the latter into his own chair, gives him final 
instructions. " Now take particular care of my dressing 
gown, and after remaining m the sponging house a couple 
of hoiirs to give me a fair start, make yourself known — 
get your two sovereigns compensation and follow me to 
Pippen Lodge. Lawlimb, you'll see our game at the 
first move — ^you follow suit — put the table against the 
door by wav of a feint. Here's old Eappee." 

But we feel that Mr. Bappee is a gentleman of suf- 
ficient importance to be introduced to your notice with 
greater speciality than is evinced by the somewhat curt 
phrase, " Here's old Eappee," We are sorry to delay 
Mr. Eappee' s professional duties, but he is a patient 
man, as we are about to show, and may wait ; we can 
answer, for his intended prisoners, on this and other 
occasions, most readily doing so. 

Mr. Eappee' s avocations comprise three departments, 
technically known as "possession," "service," and 
" caption.'^ In the first and least important of these 
duties (and only undertaken in default of employment 
in the more lucrative and agreeable calling of " service " 
or " caption ") Mr. Eappee becomes the undesired 
guest of some lady or gentleman in whose house an 
" execution" has been levied. Like other undesired 
guests, however, it is useless to hope to be rid of him by 
coughing asthmatically, hinting that " the last omnibus " 
leaves early, of mentioning that the children have the 
measles. Yet, bating the slight drawback of rendering 
his visit permanent, such a visitor's society is not wholly 
without its attractions. 

Should your domestic arrangements towards Mr. 
Eappee be conducted on a scale of hospitable liberality, 
he feelingly deplores the present crisis in your affairs, 
aud propounds various doctrines of a highly philosophic 
nature and encouraging tendency, as, "This here's a 
very imfortnit bisness, sir, but you must'nt give way 
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in must keep your sperrits up, sir, whatever you 



- Particular onpleasant go, ma'am, but it aint no use 
fcetting ; and if you don't be down-hearted, things are 
%Tery lie to take a turn for the better. You've heard 
$fm& of a plaj called * Shakespere,' mum ? Know that 

Sying, " Thmgs come to the wust they must mend.' 
emarkable clever hobserwation that ; and, law ! yours 
'want nothin' near the wust go I've known." 

- Mr. Eappee is provided with a very limited amount of 
^^pearsonal baggage ; his wardrobe necessities being sup- 

■J^ed by his " little gal," who is a frequent visitor on 

~;ftnmerous occasions. Tou may have been somewhat 

^alarmed at the period of introduction to Mr. Eappee, by 
this gentleman's anxious solicitude in reference to a 
small deal box carried under his arm, your ignorance 
(which we hope is excessive) of "executions" leading 
you fearfully to believe that this mysterious box is the 
receptacle of some dreadful instrument of torture, 
jrbereof Mr. Eappee, as the representative of the law 

■in its executive functions, is the accredited operator. 
Hotbing cements friendship so much as finding a man 
you regarded as a remorseless enemy turning out to be 
ft capital fellow ; and accordingly, a great secret of the 

' focility with which your favour is now propitiated results 
from the fact, that when the box is opened, it is found 
to contain all the materials for water-colour painting, 
designed by Mr. Eappee to beguile the interval during 
wliich you may Lave failed to provide him with other 
(but scarcely more agreeable) recreation. And when, in 
addition to this delightful surprise, the accomplished 
artist modestly presents your eldest boy (the finest little 
ley be ever did see in all his life) with a rose stem, 
almost prismatic in colours, and painted by his own hand, 

."your propitiation is complete. What say you? Is the 
i^pectacle of a rigid, but not hard featured, old man, sitting 

%x the midst of tears, ruin, and desolation, of which he 
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has been the bitter harbinger, calmly painting flowers on 
card-board like a school girl, a wild absurdity ? I can 
give you the address of the very man; — ^but stop! I 
did'nt make his acquaintance in my own house. 

It was in the third department of his pro^salon, 
"caption,** that Mr. Bappee gently pushed open the 
door of Mr. Puritan G^ay s atwirtment, dislodging the 
table — ^which was not intended to offer any aeriaus re- 
sistance, and thus announced himself: " Momin', genel- 
man ; specially good mornin, to you. Muster Pewrytan 
Gay, Esquire;'* unsuspiciously addressing Bob in his 
assumed character, and producmg the warrant of caption 
from beneath the handkerchief in his hat. "Ton 
could'nt make it convenient to accommodate me with 
fifty-seven pound thirteen shillin and sevenpenceha'penny, 
could you, sir ?" 

"What do you mean, fellow ?" demanded Bob, in re^y 
a good imitation of his master's voice, 

" "Why I means bis'ness," said Eappee, determinatelj 
screwing his handkerchief into a ball, and " bowling " it 
with the inside of the crown of his hat for a wicket. " I 
means, that if you can't fork, I must request the par- 
ticular ^»tification of your company to wisit my goVnor's 
hospit-i-able mansion." 

The ru9e is complete. Mr. LawUmb adroitly following 
suit by protesting against the contemplated arrest as a 
proceedmg which in his professional estimation will in- 
volve Mr. Rappee in " a devil of a mess." 

"Beg your pardon, sir," said that official, "but do 
yau chw'ge anything for that advice ? " 

** No," returned Lawlimb. 

« Werry much afraid then it ain't o' any use," said 
,Mr. Bappee. "Never knew any o' you gen'lmen give 
away anything free gratis for nothiu, that was o' any 
walley." 

"Then, my dear friend Montmorency," said Lawlimb, 
addressing the piev4o debtor, "allow me to offer you a 
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^"Wtggeatioia which i^, that being yourself ax^d not some- 
Ij^tfndy elae^ it is entirely at your option to pitch Mr. 
^B^ppee out of the window or kick him down atsprs, 
■^^liieh ever operation may be most gratifying to your 

" Oh J ah ! " said Bob, in the drawl supposed (by foot- 
:cK»en and cLmnbermaids) to be peculiar to the man of 
dfaiebioii, " I can do tliat, can I ? '* 

^ Perfectly in accordance with the law and constitu- 
"fcaojij'^ returned Lawlimb. 

'^ Would' tit accL>rd with my consti-tu-tion any way," 
obserres the intendtd victim, who, as Bob, assisted by 
C^ay and LaTiliinb, [prepares for action, retreats to the 
door and ealld outj '' Hallo, my vorthy friend High Dried, 
l>e BO obliging aa to step this way by ^n express con^ 
"ireyauee," 

The injunction to speed is superfluous, for with the 
Birst words of this sentence Mr» Eappee is joined by 

*' Ttis *tu'e gtnrman,*' said Mr. Eappee to his friend, 

"in the diTssin' gown says as how he a'nt Muster 

refwrytan Gay, Esquire, and to convince me o' the fact 

leTTY hansuinly purpoaes to chuck me in the street; 

howsomcver, with your kind assistance I think we'll 

wenter to take the genl'man on the spec — you under- 

■itandF'' 

H Mr. High Dried, n{it being a gentleman gifted with 
Kfreat aTgiimentative powers, wisely {^bstaina Irom anor^l 
'imrticipation in the proceedings, but intimates his co^^ 
cnrrence in his colleague's views by instantly seizing the 
H stightlj-re&iBting Bob by one arm and the collar c$ his 
Mfoesaing gown j Mr. Kappee officiating in like manner 
Bfin the other side, thua not only securing their prisoi^er 
H#n the ^ee^ but alao on the spot. 

'*Well, probably under ^1 the circumstances,'* said 

lawlimh to Eub, '''it will be better for you to go quietly 

^feh these untbrtunate and misguided men, and bring 
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your action for damages ; we're witnesses and will make 
them pay smartly — go on." I 

Bob, with well-simulated indignation, is led off, anathe- 
matiziag his duped custodians; Mr. Rappee turning 
back and winking pleasantly as lie remarks, " Ghentle- 
men, would you allow me to make a farewell hob- 
serwation. No doubt your bein in the perfeshun, sir, 
and the other gen*lemen as is the vall^ to sham of 
Muster Pewrytan Gtiy, Esquire, are both on you pretty 
well up to the common sort o' snuff, but jest remember 
rm the genu-ine Eappee." And thus, having to his own 
satisfaction astoimded his hearers by his immobility, 
Mr. Eappee, with a benignant smile, departs. 

This ffpm faith, however, in his own adroitness might 
have been slightly shaken had he remained a moment 
longer to observe the veritable Puritan start up, throw 
off his disguise and slapping his legal confederate on 
the back, exclaim, " Ha ! ha ! Huzza ! a fair start for 
the Golden Pippen!" 



CHAPTEB THE SECOND* 

Really, I don't know how to begin this chapter. I 
know where. Pippen Lodge, near Txmbridge "Wells, county 
of Kent, and a most delightful portion of the county 
too. The situation of the house is imexceptionable ; 
the views from it magnificent; the weather superb. 
Yet with all these appliances and means to be highly 
bucolic and pastoral, 1' cannot set down a rational line of 
scenic description. No, — I must be in doors, I'm never 
home when I'm out, agnculburally cousidered. On the 
subject of grass I am as green as the subject. I know 
nothing of a Hill, the only one I ever did know was 
not at all respectable — transported, in feet, for swindlinfi^. 
I go through any gap in the hedge rather than over it 
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(on paper). I can only beat about the bush ; must leap 
brooks and ditches, and if disposed to shelter my rustic 
ignorance— or rather ignorance of rusticity (descriptirely 
speaking) under trees, I feel I cannot invent two lines 
upon a forest even ; much less (as I ought to do) vrrite 
a page on a leaf. 

Well, when you know what there is inside Pippen 
Lodge, just now I think you will readily forgive my 
puerility in reference to external objects. Allow me 
" Uncle Tlorid — Courteous Eeader ; '* ** Courteous 
Header — ^Aunt Puritan.'* 

It was a capital idea when the jolly old gentleman and 
his maiden sister resolved to pass the remainder of their 
lives together in that charming spot, and a still better 
when they determined — ^reaUy determined, for they ab- 
ducted her firom school by main force — to have living 
with them another maiden relative, answering to but 
seldom called (owing to the substitution of " Puss " — 
" Little Mischief"—" Golden Pippen '/ and the like) by 
the name of Amy. This latter relative was not quite 
so old as Aimt Puritan? No not quite so old? 
And rather merrier ? Well, perhaps. Amy Pippen 
was one of those little personages so felicitously de- 
scribed as "delicious torments" — witty, wilful, beau- 
tiftd, and spoiled past all redemption ; to chance ob- 
servers heretical in love there was yet an intuitive 
perception of character and depth oijinesse that would 
have rendered her in public an accomplished actress. 
She was the chief bane of her aunt ana uncle's exist- 
«ices (who would have died instantly without her) ; and 
the softest and most luxuriant golden hair that flew in a 
happy partner's face in a deux temps, at the Annual 
Assembly, belonged to the lightest step in the room, 
and all these were the property of Amy Pippen. 

I am sorry Miss Pippen did not laugh before I com- 
.Qenced my description; for you must be assured the 
.. moment ^ou benuc it that such silvery tones can proceed 
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only from the embodiment of at least fifty more rav 
ing graces than I have attempted to depict, and 
eupersede all other delineation Caterer. 

" Down, Beauty, down," somebody who evidentiy ownii 
the laugh exclaims. "Give me the wig instantly, ytm 
frightful dog ;" and rushing pell mell one after the other 
through the JFrench windows leading from the lawii| 
comeBeauty, j>^, and uaele, minus wig — ^Amjr cottffee**" 
ing the wrongful owwKttihip, as she said " Yerr eorif^ 
Beauty should be so rude, unde ; certainly, I did fctsteii 
the red ribbon to the wig ; and 'tis true. Beauty alwayli 
does snap at anything red. Ha! ha! Oh, you hornd 
old fellow r 

This derogatory speech, is not as might be conjectured) 
addressed to the gentleman who has been so shamefully 
inconvenienced, but more properly to the contemptib& 
animal who has been a willing confederate in the in?- 
dignity. Our only regret is, that Miss Pippen does not 
foflow up her frequent objurgations against the cherished 
brute by some ^finite proceedings in accordance here- 
with, we heartily agree with her that Beauty is a beast— 
a frightful creature, and the like ; but why, in the name of 
dog-fancying, is he permitted to lay on his mistress's lap, 
nestle in her bosom, and poke his nose in her aromatic 
ringlets, when his prc^r sphere of action is consolidating 
the bottom of the adjacent horse-pond ? We are bound 
to confess, however, that the old gentleman's conduct is 
not at all calculated to encourage the infliction of deatli 
punishm^it for the recent or any previous offence. He 
laughs heartily as he re-adjusts the damaged wig, de* 
taches the red ribbon for the delectation of Beauty, and 
kisses Amy, as he says: "Never mind puppies, Ijitti« 
Mischief, we'll change the subject. Do you know yai^ 
cousins, Puritan and Florid, are expected presently?'* 

**I remember," said Amy, "but not aware you m!B 
changing the sub^t, my dear uncle." 

The old gentfeman seizes the "impudent bdgga^** 
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a holding her by a cluster of ringlets ih eacli band, 
ptdling ber face close to bis own, asks mysteriouBlt— * 
^■Becollect wbat to-day is ?" 

" Tbursday," said -Aany promptly. 

*• Must be, -^yesterday was Wednesday." 
* And wbat else beside Wednesday f " said Ibe enrap- 
tured old gentleman, releasing one band from tbe curls 
and soffcljr patting ber bewitcbing little cbeek at eacb 
ittlerrogation. "Isn't to-day your birtbdayP aren't you 
now twenty-one? and, according to tbe will of your 
^iiiUtdian (wbo next to yourself was tbe greatest oddity 
m ttie world) mustn't you tell us to-day wbo your 
bosband is to be, or lose naif your fortune ?" 

ffliere is a sligbt blusb, a sbade of tbougbt, a wbim- 
ajeal smile, but soon superseded by an arcb simplicity as 
Asnj replies: " l?rue, imcle, and I bave quite forgotten to 
atk anybody to bave me !" 
'^ Ab if nobody ever asked yon, wicked puss !" 
" Certainly not, I never let tbem ; always stopped tbe 
Wtons man going to put tbe rigbt question^^-wasn't it 
kind ? So mucb more considerate, to avoid inspecting a 
goafdeman's beart tban examine it curiously at leisure, 
md tben return it upon the poor fellow's bands, witb the 
aoology — ^ Very sorry, but not the article I require ' — do 
Iot go my ban*, tmcle; wbat a fright you will make 

OB." 

XJjxcle Florid does as desired, but still holding both 
h$(tiiiBy keeps the bright little face opposite bis own — 
**Tou monstrous hypocrite! Look at me boldly and say 
iMl're not in love." 

>^iflafln tbe blush, and again tbe wicked little smile. 
*ftu suppose that wasn't Sie truth, uncle ?" 
^ i*AyB, aye, tbe citadel yielded at last ; who's tbe lucky 
■" llMPp^ f Come, tell me — my fkvourite P ' ' 
£*XOu love him like yourself," said the blualiing 
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" Hurra ! she means Florid ; the girl has some sense 
in her after all. His name begins with F?" cries the 
enraptured old gentleman. 

" Heigho ! uncle — ^yes — ^but — ^but — ^" 

" But what ?" imperatively demanded XJnde Florid. 

" There's always a horrid *but,' " said Amy, pouting; 
" and it never — ^true love, you know, tvill run smooth— 
I know you'll pity me." 

" Deuce a bit ; I congratulate you." 

"I'm very much afraid, uncle, this person I love so 
much — ^F. you know — ^won't — ^won't — won't — " 

" The devil he won't. "What has the young jackass been 
saying ?" said Mr. Lawlimb's patron, getting fairly angry. 
" He must, he will, he shall — ^won't what ?" 

" Won't marry me," sobbed the little lady. " Oh dear, 
I shall break my heart." 

" And I his head," said Uncle Florid, clenching his 
thick stick, and apparently only waiting for the presence 
of the gentleman in question to carry his threat into 
execution. " Won't marry you — what the devil does tlie 

Euppy mean? I should uke to measure the breadth of 
is back with my stick." 

In an instant the heart-broken Amy has snatched the 
deluded old gentleman's stick, placed it with a gentle 
stroke across his back, and returned it with a merry peal 
of laughing, exclaiming, " About three parts the length. 
I'm most deeply in love with yourself, my dear uncle; 
but you always refuse, say you'd rather marry the queen 
of the gipsies. When will you have done breaking my 
heart, you horrid, insensible, cross old man ?" 

Uncle Florid gleefully waives all further discussion on 
a topic which, to say truth, he has almost daily raised 
and daily been defeated in for some years past ; he 
consoles himself with the reflection that it is useless 
taking further trouble in guessing a riddle which must 
so soon be given up, and performing his usual contra- 
dictory salutation of pinching " Madcap " on one cheefc 
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and kissing her on the other, tells her to come with him 
to the conservatory. 

" No, indeed," said Amy, bustling to the table, " as if 
you didn't know how hard I must set to, to finish aunt's 
work-bag to-day." 

" Make the most of your time then, Litfcle Wickedness, 
for you'll have none to spare when the boys arrive. I'll 
go ask Tom when they're expected — ^I left him in the 
conservatory." 

But the work-bag does not appear so urgent after all, 
for the worthy uncle's back is scarce turned ere his vola- 
tfle little niece has closed her work-table, and watched 
Hm enter the conservatory, watches him leave it also, 
and then gaily carolling through the grounds herself, 
saunters in that direction. 

As it is not improbable that Miss Pippen will visit the 
conservatory, and more than probable, if she does so, she 
will enter into conversation with a person she will find 
alone there,, it will be needful to introduce him. We 
should not have done so otherwise, for really we are not 
quite sure if it is exactly the thing to associate a mere 
dependant — secretary — a sort of fellow, you know, who 
wntes and is clever, with the regular drawing-room com- 
pany — ^no, not exactly the thing. But let that pass. 

Mr. Thomas Murrell, seated at the wide open conserva- 
tory door, is apparently reading, but if so his method 
slightly varies from general custom, as the book is upside 
down ; he nevertheless has his eye on the page, and speaks 
in a gentle undertone, " Can I be so base ? her arm 
trembled on mine, and I looked in her face beseechingly. 
But no, I mistake, a feeling that is but mere sympathy 
and pity. Alas ! that I have dared to love her, when 'tis 
misery even to hope for a return ! Pshaw ! of what am 
I dreaming, I, the dull, moping, penniless dependant, to 
he thought of by a blooming girl with a pair of dashing 
Jjondon swains to choose from r Well, I seldom indulge 
ia mirth, but this is really worth laughmg at^Ha, ha !" 



Digitized by Google 



18 THE GOJjWE^ PrPPEJf. 

" Found that joke in the book you're reading, Tom 
fiaid a sweetly familiar voice near him ; but though fj 
liar, he starts and blushes with surprise, as he B.ijrs, 

" Oh no, cousin, a passing fancy of my o^vro/' 

" Must be a droll idea if it caused ^ou to kugh, % 

" Nothing remarkable, merely " 

"Yes? 

" And certainly not worth repeating." 

" I could not understand it, I suppose," said the 
lady, petulantly. 

" Say, rather,*' replied Tom, rising and giving bis c 
the nearest chair, " there is no need to force smiles £nI| 
you ; they come naturally, and so much better." 

" May I ask you a rude question, Tom ?" 

" If y ou find it possible." 

" Why do you so seldom laugh ? anything the mattar 
with your mouth ? does it hurt you ?"" 

" Oh— I'm a philosopher and " 

"Don't laugh. How unphilosophically friTolous yflU^ 
must think me." 

" I much wonder you are not,'* said Tom. '* My pretty 
cousin rich, and with two handsome suitorsj might find 
more obvious amusement than listening to a droi 
bookworm reading Milton or Byron, or watching 
daub over a picture." 

" For shame, Tom, to call that picture a daub^ wbol 
you know it is like me." 

Tom has been leaning against a garden vase dtoMM 
this brief colloquy — gazing quite placidly in his coii^iii 
face ; but he turns his head now, and seems tj ^ 
suddenly- struck with some portion of the lands^ 
he rephes, ' * '^* *' ital resemblance, perli|| 
I dont' thir face." 

"Tetvf 
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Of confse I didn't moan " 

Of course not.'* 
EThe conversation ia suspended here. Mr. Murrell's 
iration of the scenery appears to increase, inasmuch 
e has now fairly turned his back on his cousin, ex- 
ning, " A beautiful view this morning ;" — but, ah ! the 
•blind anchorite, he has turned his back on a far 
e beantifal prospect than any before him. 
'or I say, that a merry Uttle personage with golden 
' 5ts glistening in the morning sun, a face radiant 
smiles of hope and joy, toned down and suffused 
soft, gentle, womanly blushes, an exquisite figure, and 
leath ber becoming dress one of the prettiest little 
" in the world toying with the enameUed slipper of 
other, all combine to form a picture unexcelled in 
ijeliness by the choicest bit of aU nature's panorama 
fettinting. 

" Tom,*' said just the sort of musical voice that was 
isistent with these deUcieusement, "when you've 
le staring at those reapers, do you mind talking to me 
in, or am I too stupid ?" 

Tom turns comphantly, but looks as if he would 
^*cely have solicited the favour nevertheless. 
" Don't you know, Tom," said Amy, swaying herself 
ife and fro in the chair, and alternately glancing at her 
P&ot, ** Don't you know I am to be married to day !" 
** Married to-day I " ahnoat flhouted Tom, fairly 
undt^dj and pluinly slimviug it. How closely the 
]ittle face watched him j and how delighted 
atoniahTmit ! 

to be man led to-djiy r '' repeated Tom. 
ibsurd you nr^jpHfciBirf'i'ied to-day, I said — 
hu&band ^qfif -^t: little' hypocrite 

choosfi^^^ a'i^ over, if you don't 
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" Philoecphers prophesy— tell other people's fOTttmes, 
chev not ?" 

** I Delieve they seldom realize their own." 

" Please predict, my dear philosopher, then, which of 
my cousins, Puritan or Florid, will make the best 
husband ?" 

"Which, Amy P' ^ 

" Can't have 'em both, I suppose, though that appears 
the only way of pleasing uncle and aunt, each of whom 
I should like to gratify, if possible. H'm, I somehow 
think I should like cousin Puritan. 

" You were as nearly gone as possible," said Tom, 
saving his cousin from tilting over, and placing her 
chair, and all for better security, against one of the 
pilasters of the conservatory. 

" Aunt, you know, considers Puritan very benevolent, 
and always ready to assist in cases of distress. 

" I wonder would he have jumped into the canal to 
save poor widow Jackson's child the other day, had he 
been standing by? It wotdd have spoilt ms waist- 
coat," said Amy, laughing. Tom smiles too, but depre- 
catingly, for this is Or reference to his own adventure. 

" But yet I must not forget Florid, he is a clever 
speaker, uncle says. Did you know that, Tom ? " 

" Oh ! yes," said Tom ; " and has written poetry." 

" Ha ! then, probably he was the author of those! 
verses, * To Amy,' in our county newsi)aper the othen 
day. They displayed great taste and feeling. You wera 
very mysterious when i mentioned them the other day^ 
— what can you see so much to admire in that hay- 
rick, Tom?" 

It was strange ; stranger still he should wish to dra^l 
the hay-rick into conversation, for it certainly was tJ 
that agricultural pile he addressed the remark, " I ani 

f lad she dosn't think they were mine." An erroneouJ 
elief deservedly entailed on him by his discourtes/ 
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»nee^ had lie have been politely listening to his cousin 
he might have heard her say, " How modest authors 
are ! " But he only hears her remark, " I wonder, if 
Morid is so good a poet, he never makes better love 
speeches to me." 
" That is more difficult than to write the poetry." 
"Indeed, Tom!" 

" Surely so, dear cousin. In silence and solitude pas- 
sion and • imagination suggest beautiful thoughts and 
polished sentences ; we take the fairest, fondest words 
from the lexicon of love, and would utter them to 
those we worship, in eloquent cadence and with thrilling 
emphasis ; but when the occasion comes, and we have a 
l^aot's whole history to tell, though hourly read, studied, 
known, for years, the recital dies upon our lips with the 
first syllable !" 

The locomotive chair has stopped now, for Amy during 
this speech, has been looking down thoughtfully but 
smilingly. 

Tom, on ceasing to speak, again turns round to the 
landscape ; but, apparently, having failed in his attempts 
to awasen the conversational powers of the hay-rick, 
BOW transfers his gaze to a carter's waggon in the field 
beneath. He must be very much absorbed in this oc- 
cupation also, or the voice is too subdued, for again he 
does not hear what is said behind him. "Add one 
one other passage to your love definition, dear Tom — 
say that if a lover is dumb when he would be elo- 
qaent, how often is he eloquent when he thinks he is 
dumb." 

There is no telling how much more of the dialogue 
might be lost upon that insensible Tom, if his cousin 
did not very considerately come and stand beside him 
and twitch his arm as sheplaced her own within it. 
"Very pretty, indeed, Tom." 
" Yes, — ^I always adniire haying." 
" ]S"o, your speech about love, only rude from you to 
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me.^* Tom changes eolour violently, but resumes hjs salf»^ 
possession, aa Amy continues — " Verging on the imper- 
tinent, I call it, to tell ^ lady to her face you don't m^ 
- her." 

"Cousin!" 

" Ton say a lover in presence of his mistress hasn't a 
word to sajr for himself, and here have you spoken fifi;y 
right off without stopping, plainly showujg that you are 
no lover of mine ; so had I ever intaided placing you oi^ 
the list of my admirers, a slight impediment arises by 
your not desiring the complim^at.'* 

Why, now, Amy," saia Tom, in an apologetia tpne, 
" you can't suppose, but — ^" 

" Oh, 'tis no use stammering now," returned his oou«in; 
"and see, aunt is beckoning in imnouncement of the 
fashionable arrivals." 

How g^fiilly, yet, with«l lovingly, th^ saucy little face 
turned iqpon Tom, as its njerry owner tripped gftily off 5 
and what a different face it was in its sly demureness, fts 
Amy entered the drawing room, and baehfiilly received 
her newly-arrived cousins. 

These gentleman were duly primed for (sonqijestc 
Mr. Piuitan Ghay, after deep and earnest reflection, and 
ftdly impressed with the Bed Indian view of feminine 
human nature, had decided upon a new waistcoat, Mr. 
Lawlimb, on the subject of the female mind, still in 
advance of his age, resolved upon the more intellectiwl 
influences of a comic speech, Both gent;lej3»e|i, equally 
satisfied that the situation of the lady's husband must be 
conferred on one or other of them, and though each pro- 
tected against pecuniary loss, in the event of the other's 
success, and without having any real feeling enlisted on 
the lady's behalf, yet mutually anxious to avoid the 
chagrin which failure in any way, or any enterprise in-, 
fallibly entails. It is due to the ardent wooers, however, 
to admit the doubt if either would ever have entertained 
any serious thoughts in the business but ipr the pertina- 
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i Aqs perseverance of Mr. Elorid and his sister, who, 
I ilflflinately opposing each other on this one only subject 
^ M their lives, were each resolutely bent on their mutual 
jiet becoming the wife of their respective proteges. 

They were too kind, however, in either case to use any 

• iftarcive measures, and, indeed, so resolved on irapar- 

I iiililj as never to permit one rival to gain an undue 

I ttfsjitaige by a visit to the lady during the absence ot 

-flid other. 

■'As to tbe incomprehensible little personage who is the 
Mdi^t of all this solicitude, she kept her worthy relatives 
tit ft state of agoniziag excitement, by her apparent in- 
ttference to the whole proceedings ; nay, indeed, though 
1^ very day has arrived on which her guardian (who was 
Bade miserable for life by a deferred marriage) has 
vQled that she shoidd either be married, or declare her 
Winded husband, on forfeiture of half her fortune— not' 
wfehstanding the arrival of this crisis in her history, the 
UN)nghtless little lady comports herself as the personage, 
rf aff others, least interested on the occasion. Aunt 
Puritan engaged in her perennial worsted work, and 
W^le Florid reading the newspaper (an improvement of 
^Bmsl's topsy-turvy plan) crosswise, Mr. Lawlimb lounging 
oft'liie sofa, and Mr. Gay elaborately "groomed," stand- 
j^ imposingly in the centre of the room, are the group 
lifeembted as Amy enters. 

Mr. Qa,y, is the first to greet her: "Lovely Amy, 
yoo look more chanmng than ever !" 
^ Very good,** murmured Aunt Puritan, approvingly. 
" A living illustration of th^ flowers that surround 
you," said Lawlimb : — carnations on your cheeks — ^the 
rane-belL in your eye — ^the rose-bud on your lips, and the 
link of perfection as the simi total.** 

"That's better," observed uncle Florid, in m under 
tone, 
^ Ah, yes, I agree,'* said Mr. GUy, "rosy and cosy." 
"Shorter and sweeter,** remarked the chorus at the 
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worsted- work. "But, Amy, my dear," adds tlie old 
Lidv, " don't let those silly fellows spoil you with their 
flattery." 

" Quite allowahle, flattery, you know, aunt, when 
ti'ue," said Amy, with the utmost naivete, 

Mr. Gay laughs, and inwardly thinks this " pretty well 
for Little Simplicity," but he makes no observation, for 
his aunt is stiU addressing Amy. "And you know, my 
dear child, I do not so much admire, in Puritan, a soft 
tone^ue as a benevolent heart. I am glad to hear, my dear 
nephew, the last twenty pounds I sent you, did so much 
good." 

"No mistake about that," said Puritan; and here, 
it may be remarked, Mr. G-ay, to a certain extent spoke 
truth, the amount in question having prevented the 
disinterested almoner himself from being locked up by 
his bootmaker, and locked out by his landlady. 

" It was a case of very great distress you relieved, I 
think ?" said airnt Puritan. 

"Immense," replied her nephew; and here, if the 
assertions of tradesmen to whom you owe money are to 
be believed Mr. Gay's statement was far from incorect. 
A more deplorably distressed individual than a creditor 
apprehensive of payment, it is impossible to conceive ; not [ 
but what this adversity appears partly brought upon him- 
self, by his own incomprehensible alacrity to encounter the 
the cause of all his disorder — meeting a bill. If a bill be 
so fatal in its consequences, how infatuated to attempt to 
meet it ! It will surely reach the luckless victims 
soon enough, or, happy accident, may take a wrong turn- 
ing and fail to arrive at its destination at all, 

** And the name," inquired the giver of the bounty. 

" Bootjack, my dear aunt — that is, I mean Twitters I 
— capital name for a distress case." 

"Ah, my dear cousin," said Mr. Gay, now joining Amy I 
in commencement of what had been amicably arranged as I 
his first "innings," the rest of the company duly re- 



Digitized by Google 



THE GOLBSK PIPPXK. 2^ 

tiring. ^ How charming this sensibility to the wants of 
others. Pnghtful the selfish feelings that lead us to 
think of ourselves. — By the bye, how d*y© liko my waist- 
coat ?" said Mr. Gt&y, fancying from the smile on his 
auditor's countenance, he had commenced pulling an un- 
answering chord. 

** Exquisite ! Charming taste," cried Amy, with enthu- 
siasm, examining this last specimen of Mr. Sleeveboard 
(Merchant Tailor's) ingenuity: "and fits you admir- 
ably." 

The astute wearer congratulates liimself on his pro- 
found appreciation of female character, evidenced by his 
2^titude in hitting, upon a topic congenial to the lady's 
taste — dress, of course — and said, "Well, I thought it 
pretty good, but I shall think it first-rate now, for I will 
say that of you, Amy, there's no mistake about your 
talent I" 

"Oh, cousin!" 

"Downright genius, I call it." 

" Me a genius ?'* 

" Yes, in waistcoats ; know what's inside the waist- 
coat, though ?" 

" The lining, I suppose," said Amy, now turning to 
repress an exuberant display of feeling on the part of 
Beauty, who has just entered, and detecting his well- 
known hated colour of red in the article of dress in 
question, is now making vigorous efforts to plunge direct 
at the breast of its unconscious wearer. 

" Inside the waistcoat is— (what does this dog want ?) 
— ^my heart !" 

"Oh, cousin!" 

" Physiological &ct, I assure you (the beast is a 
regular nuisance)." 

" Oh, you can't mean cousin !" 

" Of course I do. Say yes, and (hang the dog) I'm 
your man." 
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^ But I dw't kttow if uDjele doesn't wisli me to marry 
rioricL" 

" Not if you like me best, and you can't help your 
feelings, you know." 

^* But^ perhM^s, Florid may break his heart ." 

" Not 1 ne (I wish ^ou would kick him out^ — let ine.") 

" Oh, no, noi" s^ii A^Jt rescuing Beauty from the 
indignant boot of her irritated suitor, " Ton mustn't 
forffet, * Lore vm, lof^ my dog.' " And if Miss Pippen 
wishes to be loved as she appears to love her dog, she 
requires a very fair share of affection. " I'm afraid I 
should be bo stupid in London," urged Amy, " with you, 
cousin (such a horrid ugly fellow you are, Beauty), who 
see so muish society as vou tell me, and are so accom- 
plished, and dfess so we)l." 

'^ Well, of coiu*sd, you might be a little awkward at 
first. But yow find money; I find head-piece, that's 
even, you know, and you have been to some parties." 

Amy quietly thinks they may be a little evener by and 
bye, as sne replies, " Parties, oh, yes, quite fashionable 
affaun^-^Farmer WursBel's, on Carry coming of age — a 
dance in the bam — ^Mrs. Vatt, the brewer's — old Vatt 
makes us all eat ^nd drink so much, and gets so tipsy 
himself — what fun we had last time — and I'm a regular 
dabst«p at *hunt the slipper,* and 'beggar my neigh- 
bour.' Do you hunt the slipper, cousin ?" 

" When a pretty girl wears it, — ^very often," thought 
that gentleman, bjjt he only said, " No." 

" Nor beggar my neighbour ?" 

In the case of each of his creditors, Mr. Puritan had 
made egsay in this innocent pastime. He however replied, 
" All gone out ;" at the same time going out himself on 
the lawn, murmuring, " She's precious Gothic, and here 
comes Morid— rather hope he'll bowl me out ; but I'm 
afraid he'll find some difficulty in knocking down my 
wicket." 

This may, however, seem an unsatisfactory method for 
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a geiijdemaii to terminate a eouversala^oii wtUt a ladj to 
whom 1^ has juBt proposed, and we are bound injustice 
to Mr. Puritan to hAj, that he did not so abrup% end 
the interview, for bethinking himself he turned — 

" Ton might hare left it out — kisaed his lady love, of 
course." " No, my dearest Jane.'* Called out, " You'll 
M yourself with ieas if you nurse that beast of a 
dog so much, Amy !** 

.W^, all the puppies in the universe shouldn't have 
hk&dered us kissing a £see so pretty as Amy Pipp^'s, ^ 
we lelt thoroughly ccmyinced of the entire j^opriety of 
the proceeding ; but it is true, uid let all yeung ladies 
addicted to canine fcmdling take wfimin^^no man likes 
to be sent away from kissing with a ^a m his ear ! An<l 
you not only hug the dog, Miss Pippin, but make the 
brute your eot^dcmte, £Qr you are askmg the petted anii- 
mal, '' Wouldn't it be as wrong, Beauty dear, to marry a 
gentleman for the sake of his waistcoat as for the sake 
of his pocket?" 

** Wonderful," exckimed uncle Horid, now approaching 
with Mr. Lawlimb, and bespeaking his niece's attention. 
^Just listeii to this, Amy. T^U us about this trial. 
Florid." 

" A breach case," said Lawlimb. ** Nayl» v&r9u$ 
Spooney — Elderly Spinster — Juvenile Muff — The usual 
thing — Preliminary infiatuation aided by elderiy spinster's 
good generalship leads to a declaration «>« dawning of 
reason suggests a demurrer-^ultimately resulting in a 
complete re-establishment of the faculties and withdrawal 
of suit by defendant, whereupon plaintiff proceeds with 
the suit on her own account— splendid speech of Blister's 
for the plaintiff." 

'' Ah, that's what I want Amy to hear. Give us a spe- 
rimen of Bluster's speech," said. Mr. Lawlimb's patron. 

^ I only know the end," pleaded Lawlimb, but of course 
putting himself in forensic attitude. 

" Go on." 
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Mr. Lawlimb conyerts a. roll of mxisic into a temporary 
brief^ and with some dramatic imitation of the renowned 
Serjeant BlustOT'a style and manner (which, it may be 
observed, is entirely free from an excess of modest^ or 
lack of self-possession), thus proceeded : — 

" Hem — * Gentlemen of the jury, 

" * This heartless ruffian, the defendant, now turns 
round on the woman he has crushed, and upbraids her 
with the very qualities which were once the subject of his 
most ardent felicitations. In his own derogatory and 
highly exceptionable vernacular, he denominates her a 
mass of mockeries. Gentlemen, there is no mockery in 
the plaintiff, no deceit ; 1 shall clearly prove to you that 
this most injured individual absolutely and literally pos- 
sesses all the charms on which the defendant founded 
his attachment. He apostrophizes her cheeks as bemg 
tipped with vermilion. Gentlemen, they toere tipped with 
vermilion of the brightest hue and costliest quality. 
He mentions her teeth beautiful as ivory; and that ivory 
they were, a most highly respectable practitioner in the 
dental art shall be placed before you to prove. He is 
ravished with her transparent orb ; and I apprehend in 
these days of enlightenment I need not insist on the 
transparency of glass, of which valuable commodity one 
of my interesting client's eyes is composed: while in 
another epistle we have the defendant most eulogistic on 
the elasticity and fawn-like buoyancy of the plaintiff's 
step. Gentlemen, what can be more buoyant than cork ? 
So that in every particular wherein the defendant con- 
siders female fascmation to consist, my client is a literal 
fulfilment thereof. Where, then, is the deception ? The 
deception is self-deception on the part of the defendant, 
in expecting a verdict in his favour. That verdict will 
be in favour of my client, who heroically comes into 
court and shows her teeth, stands firmly and uncom- 
promisingly upon her leg, and unhesitatingly places her 
cheek before you,' " 
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This recitation is received with great laughter and 
applause; that is fo say, uncle Florid bestows all the 
applause, and Miss Pippen all the laughter. The young 
lady's merriment is in no way decreased by the embryo 
barrister's intimation that, however she might laugh at 
the speech, she would laugh still more at the lady's let- 
ters, which, as he so judiciously observed, were " like all 
young ladies' love letters, and immensely silly, of course." 
He follows up this happy observation by inquiring*^ of 
Amy how the verdict is likely to go in his own case. 

"What for?" said Amy. 

" My offence," returned her cousin. 

"Your offence?" 

" Yes, purloining your heart — Guiltv, or not guilty ? " 

Amy laughs again. Hers doesn't look the race that 
would bring in any man guilty of anything ; and of all 
things on earth, it doesn't look likely to convict Mj. 
Lawlimb of the petty Iwrceny he has hinted at. Uncle 
Florid, however, seems to think it a promising face for 
his protdge's success notwithstanding, for he] pokes that 
gentleman slily as he bids him follow with Little Mischief 
into dinner. 

Mr. Puritan Gay, after taking his amatory " innings," 
strolled in the garden, where he somewhat unwillingly 
encountered his worthy aunt. The rencontre, as he feared, 
becomes an opportunity for putting him through an ex- 
amination rather more categorical than pleasant, in refer- 
ence to his varied schemes for human advancement. He 
is just congratulating himself on the opportune annoimce- 
ment of dinner, when he decries Mr. Double enter the 
gate. Motioning that faithful and ingenuous servitor to 
approach, and promising to join Mrs. Puritan after some 
directions to his clerk, he obtains a rapid narrative of 
that gentleman's exploits in out-mancBuvrmg Mr.Eappee. 
It may be that the recital is so exciting, or that proBably 
because a turn in the grounds has been chosen for the 
interview, that they are neither aware of the approach of 
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another yisitor, who notices with evident tokens of satis- 
faction the meeting between master and man, and rapidl j 
but stealthily lessens the interrening distance between 
them and him. 

"Ha! ha! elererly done," exclaimed Gay. 

" Out and out clean, sir," assented the artistic per- 
sonator, with great complacency. 

** What scent did you put Bappee on ?" inquired Mr* 
Puritan. 

" G<mtinental tour, sir. He's at Dover by this time." 

" Good again. Bob ; we've trumped that suit any how." 

" But I've got the odd trick," exclaimed a fomiliar voice, 
which, added to a firm grip of Mr. Puritan Gby's coat 
collar, left that gentleman no reason to doubt but that he 
was in wdl-known professionid hands. He extricated 
himself by a strong effort, and c(Hifronted Mr. Bi^pee 
with a fflgnifioant " whew !" 

"Mornin' to you, sir, said Mr. Eappee, compounding 
for the surrender of the collar by the captive of the 
under sleeve of his prisoner's coat. ** Werry happy to 
make your aequaintanee. Mister Pewrytan Gky^ inquire, 
in froperer person, eh ? That wom't a bad dodge of 
youm, sir, but you see, although you might have the best 
o' the runnin' at stm^tin', Eappee's sure to be numbte 
one at the Pine«Ale !" 

"Let go, -*-» Hold-hard, a moment," reasoned Mi*. 
<Jay. 

"Hold-iard, and hoid-tight's the vatchword now, 
Sif,^' insisted Mr. Bapfpee. 

" Don't bcj a fool," said O^. " I'll get the money oi 
my aunt In ft twinkling.'- "Tou've tom my coirt*" 
" What's the danmge ?" 

*^Pifty-seven odd," said Mr. Bappeef, "aiKLfiv'pun' 
exterer crxpenses." 

••Ton shall have ten if you'll only be quiet, and bac& 
ine up with the old lady. Here she comes—let go !" 

To ft lady of Mrs. Puritan's apprehensive and timid 
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X 

constitution, Mr. Eappee's method of aDaying the eon- 
stemation his appearance invariably excites, ia not 
attended with the snccess its amiaMe intent deserres. 

That method is to wink pleasantly, shake his own head 
and other people's hands familiarly ; with the design of 
thereby fostering a superstition thst he is the yery par- 
ticidar friend of the gentleman or lady with whom he begs 
respectfully to request the extrenMi favour of " a word 
or two in private." These amiable impostures are, how- 
ever, utterly inoperative on the present occasion, atnd 
poor Aunt Furitan evidently remams in a state of the 
most exquisite alarm during the entire period of Mr. 
Eappee's visit. Eecovering a little from her surprise, 
she asks, *' Mjj- dear n^hew, what is ttie meaning of all 
this? "Why is that extraordinary-lookina inmvidual 
holding your sleeve ?'* Mr. Gt&j dislodges the enemy by 
executmg a rapid flank movement on Mr. Eappee's 
"digester,'* and turning to that individual and giving 
him a hurried direction to " look glian," patlwticallv ob^ 
serves, — " My worthy Mend, I be^ech you, do not oe so 
excessively importunate 5 I will endeavour to relieve you, 
if possible !" 

" Never knew his equal for a dodge/' ejaculates Mr, 



four distress—the misfortune! you mention is to a 
benevolent mind, to— a-^" said Mr. Gby, evidently ran- 
sacking his inventive faculties, while Mr. Bappee, lost in 
admiration, murmurs, " Veil, you mr a knowm' catrd." 
I But Aunt Furitan is indignant that the amiable young 
gentleman's susceptibility should be outraged by Mr. 
lUppee's evident levity, and says, ** My good man^ don't 
interrupt my nephew, and take him up in that way." 

" Worry nappy to take him up in any way most agree- 
able to all parties, so as I does grab him," returned Mr. 
Sappee, with tmasked politeness, whidh, howerer, the old 
la^ regards with anything but favour, as she continues 
eyeing the obnoxiaus ittditiduftl through her glass. **He 
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appears a very strange and illiterate person ; what do 
you say he wants ?" 

" Judgment debt — fifty-seven," replies Mr. Bappee, 
with professional alacrity i Ijut he is cut short by Mr. 
Gay, who is ahout.^o sp*6ak &s Aunt Puritan remarks — 
" He really has a very remarkable and unpleasant habit 
of stopping people and taking them up." 

" All in the way of my pur-fesh-en, mum !" interjects 
Mr. Eappee, apologetically. 

" Mr. Or«y delivers an undertone admonition to Mr. 
Eappee to " shut-up," and proceeds, — " Certainly, my dear 
aunt, as you remark, this appears, externally, a very 
coarse, repulsive, and ill-mannered individual." 

" Come, come," said Mr. Bappee, rather taking 
exception to this severe personal criticism, "draw it 
mild !" 

" But the noble principle of philanthropy, my dear aunt, 
leads us not to exclude, but rather to signalize such per- 
sons for the exercise of these benignant virtues ; and I 
can assure you, from personal experience, that my friend 
here, although of a somewhat unpolished and unpre- 
possessing exterior, is most indefatigable in the pursuit 
of an object, and will never let any one slip through his 
his fingers, whom it is his interest to secure." 

" That's layin' down the law constitutional," said Mr. 
Bappee, fully assentin|; to this view of his functions. 

" But what brings him here ?" inquired Mrs. Puritan. 

""Well, my dear aunt," returned her nephew, "the 
real fact is — I blush to mention it — ^but having acquired 
something of a reputation for dispensing in a way— I will 
not trust myself to refer to — occasion^ sums of money 
— (* No mistake about his reputation for getting rid of 
the blunt,' observed Mr. Bappee, in a parenthesis ;) 
this worthy person, who is constant in his visits to those 
in straitened circumstances, and, if he finds them wholly- 
destitute, will remove them to his own — (' Hospi-ta-bie 
mansion,' said the eulogized individual.) " He W just 
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me acquainted with a most heart-rending case. A 

estimable young gentleman of great talent, and 

iplishments, and prepossessing demeanour, has just 

: a large amount of cash .*' 

-A/*^ On the Oaks !" said Mr. Eappee, by way of a useful 
•Ufagestion. 

»*xes, my dear aunt, by a cruel hoax. — A most un- 
4teunate investment in the Do-em-brown Extensions, 
ukA the Piddlesex Preferences, has reduced him from a 

«ii;e of comfortable competence to an uncomfortable state 
ioLCompetence, to meet a claim for which his creditor 

hm obtained judgment against him and execution " 

I ** Execution !" said Aunt Puritan, in undisguised 
liftpror. — "Impossible — ^they surely can't hang a man 
. Ar owing money?" 

•* My dear aunt," responded Gay, bitterly, ** I will not 
llncrow up your feelings by dilating on the severities of our 

apaal code ; suffice it to say, that my voung friend '' 

ri** You know him, then ?" inquired JVIrs. Puritan. 
\'~^^ Most intimately ! no Siamese twins ever more united 
•M^e was on the pomt of marrying a young lady to whom 
jm^is devotedly attached." 

■■.y^Tee, mum, you see it's that soft part of the bis-ness 
Aat makes it so worry hard,'' urged Mr. Eappee, appeal- 

' "What is the amount?" inquired the intending bene- 
li^rress. This leading question again brings out Mr. 
Aatpee, professionally, as he promptly replies, "Debt 

«3u[ costs — ^Dunham versus " 

\ "Hum," said Gay, interrupting, "about seventy 

ymn^s, my dear aunt !" 

-:■ "That's a large sum. Do you consider it by way 

' rfloan?" . ^ .. . „ 

• " Oh, entirely, we can &x the very day for its return. 
•-. Mr. Eappee is immensely tickled by this promise, on 
iidch he remarks—" The werry day I'm sworn in as Lord 
tihancellorship, that'll be it." 

n 
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" On these conditions, then, I'll let jou have the 
money. So come to my room," said the worthy Jady to 
Mr. Gay. 

" Axes pardon, mum," interposes Mr. Bappee, " but if 
it ain't intruding, 1*11 etep vith you to your room, like- 
wise." 

" Gf^racious heavens," exclaimed Aunt Puritan, terrified 
beyond description, at the imaginary apparition of Mr. 
Rappee in her bed-chamber, " really, thia is a very odd 
man indeed!" 

" Yes, mum, sometimes we're odd and sometimes we're 
even," said Mr. Bappee, preparing to accompany Mrs. 
Puritan without further ceremony; "Eh? »ir," appeal- 
ing to Mr. Gay. 

" Go to the devil," said that gentleman. 

""Well, I purposes accompanying you;" obt^res Mr. 
Bappee in justification of his proceedings. 

"Ah ! true," said Mr. Guy to his aunt, "as you say, 
this is a very eccentric person. I'U remain with him, 
and you can send me the money. On behalf of my 
most valued friend, accept my warmest thanks." 

Aunt Puritan proceeds to execute this commission 
as suggested, and appears too dumb-foundOTed by Mr. 
Bappee's audacious proposition to violate the sanctity of 
her chamber to offer any further remark than, " A very 
extraordinary person indeed! " 

" Think we managed the old lady uncommon' well, sir," 
observed Bappee, thoroughly satisfied as usual with his 
own share in the transaction. 

" You infernal scoundrel," replied Gky, " you nearly 
ruined everything. Here comes Mary with the money ; 
now, as soon as you have it, flavour me with a back view 
of your person, for I am cursedly sick of your con- 
founded ugly frontispiece." 

" Well," said Mr. Bappee, pondering thoughtfiiUy on 
human ingratitude. " Consideiin' I ain't goin to take 
liim up, its ray-ther unHansom' to take me ofi"." 
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The " satisfaction *' of debt and costs is duly made, 
and Mr. Puritan Gay, who, with his aunt have long, like 
a successful dramatist, been '' loudly called for &om all 
parts of the house," now presents himself to his waiting 
mends and sits down (but not always like the dramatist 
in this particular) — sits down to a capital dinner. 

It wul be assumed that Mr. Eappee from his artistic 
Bias must be a man of taste, and when we add that Mary, 
to whom now devolved the duty of showing Mr. Eappee 
the gate, was a young lady whom any man of taste 
might have admired without the slightest sacrifice of 
reputation, it will be easily understood that Mr. Eappee, 
always benignant when unofficial, smiles cheerfully upon 
his fair attendant, extols the beauty of the prospect and 
the salubrity of the atmosphere, and finally entreats, as 
a "parting gift,** a specimen of "your beautiful tu-lips, 
- The - ' • " 




iear." The young lady, not unnaturally presuming 

Eappee to refer to a* slight personal freedom, in- 

digmmtly declines in a gratified gigde and desiring the 
culprit to " go along " with him. Further explanation, 
however, letfling to the discovery that Mr. Eappee' s 
request is horticultural rather than amatory — whereat 
the lady is less pleased than might have been expected — 
he is supplied with the desired specimen, and as a grate- 
M return, presents the young lady with one of his 
happiest artistic efibrts in the rose-bud school of water 
colour painting rescued with some difficulty from the bot- 
tom of his hat amid a heterogeneous heap of " notices," 
"writs," "copies," "warrants," and brown paper. 



CHAPTEE TlIE THIBD. 



Dinner is 'done, but the vexata quastio of Amjr 
Pippen's wifeship seems as vexing as ever, and this 
young lady's conduct is so thoroughly contradictory, 

■n 9. 
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inexplicable, <}vasiTe, and delusive, and her display of 
feeling to both her suitors so impartial and evea-handedf 
that the most suspicious scrutiny cannot anticipate hj 
a moment a decision, which, of course, must be in fayour 
of one of them. Of course, one of them~or where 
on earth is any other gentleman to come from? Too 
can't suppose Miss Amy has serious intentions of 
marrying her uncle Florid, even supposing that gentle- 
man had not — ^which it is but fair to say he has — ^the 
most insurmountable objections on his own part ; and 
least of all can the extravagant improbability enter your 
head, that she has any notion of marrying Mr. Thomas 
Murrell — or if you should have harboured that notion 
for a moment, I may as well put an end to the out- 
rageous idea, by saying it must have been entirely dis- 
pelled had you observed her deportment towards that 
gentleman on this memorable occasion. Being a de- 
pendant and hanger on, — a mere poor relation fed out 
of charity — she treated him, like the rest of the compan^'^, 
with cool indifference — or at least what looked like it. 

The company are now adjourned to the summer draw- 
ing room, opening on the lawn, and Uncle Plorid is the 
first spokesman. " Now then, Amy, you've kept us 
quite long enough in suspense, and notwithstanding 
yoiir demure looks and the know-nothing countenances 
of your cousins, I'll be bound everything is com- 
fortably settled. So now it only remains as a matter 
of form that you should, in accordance with your 
guardian's will, declare before us all, the lucky prize- 
holder in this matrimonial lottery. 

" I suppose it is of no great consequence, uncle,'' said 
Amy, " but I don't see all here. Cousin Tom is, I think^ 
some distant relative." 

" That omission will soon be rectified," said her unde, 
"for here he comes, though I don't see what J»,ssistance 
he can be to you." 

" Very little, I find, imcle," said Amy, slily glancing 
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at Tom, who now entered the apartment; "having 
already unsuccessfully applied to him — ^have I not, 
Tom ? " 

"Doubtlessly so, my cousin," replied Mr. Murrell, 
seating himself at a remote comer of the room ; " since 
your best adviser should be your own heart." 

" Say you so, cousins Puritan and Florid ? " asked 
Amy of those gentlemen. Mr. Lawlimb opined it was 
"rather an old idea." An opinion which Mr. Gray 
confirmed by asserting it to be decidedly " going out." 

" Truly so," said Amy ; " and the accessions of modem 
wooing, daintiness of speech, and showiness of cos- 
tume " 

" She's got that out of a book," remarked Mr. Gay to 
his legal mend. 

" Pardon me, cousin Puritan,'*^ pursued Amy ; '* but 
when you first went to London, I don't think you wore 
such beautiful boots, or so exquisitely-fitting coats. 
Did you not achieve your present imquestionable success 
in these respects as the results of training ; and did it 
never occur to you that ere I could cast aside my home- 
bred notions, and put on your town manners, I must be 
trained in the fashion too ? " 

Heaven help us, what a glib tongue "Little Sim- 
plicity " has found 1 There is something so surprising 
to both her suitors, that they let her " have her head," 
as Mr. Gsj suggests. Mr. Lawlimb sarcastically mur- 
mmdng, " Never heard so much logic in a Chancery judg- 
ment." Amy, therefore, iininterruptedly goes on. " I 
say, my dear cousins, that, unfortunately, not being 
educated in your fashion, I, in my rural simplicity, 
adhere to the old belief that mind and heart make up 
the titles to a woman's affection ; and that, where they 
are foimd, the form can never be unprepossessing, even 
be it as * Q-othic ' and * Antediluvian/ as you are some- 
times pleased to say is — is — cousin Tom's." 

" My dearest Amy," exclaims Aunt Puritan, in utter 
bewilderment, " is this mere jesting or caprice, or are 
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you really in earnest? Tell us what you wish and 
mean.*' 

Amy lovingly kissed her aunt, and, disguising her 
rising blushes by ''pumping" both the old lady's hands 
as she held them m her own, replied, " It means, my 
dear aunt, that, as 1 fear, with such antiquated notions, 
I could never sufficiently admire cousin Puritan's ac- 
complishments, or understand cousin Florid' s speeches — 
whv, if they would each withdraw their pretensions — 
I should be spared the pain of declining them.*' 

All are excited and surprised; but apparently none 
so painfully as Mr. Thomas Murrell, who has once or 
twice endeavoured to arrest his cousin's attention ; and 
now, as the rest of the party converse apart, he rises and 
confronts her, exclaiming m an earnest agitated tone, 
" Cousin, again I ask, what does this mystery mean ?" 

To be sure, he asks such a question, ana it is quite 
right he should be agitated . for must not he love her if 
she loves him P How con he help loving the sweet Httle 
being before him, all her charms heightened and inten- 
sified by excitement, or, if they do adSait of an addition, 
finding it in the bright glistening eye, wherein the light 
seems dancing below the stray curl loosened firom her 
rich golden hair. — Love her ! nothing but being fuHy 
convinced of it, and knowing how diffident he is, would 
tempt her to say, though even so slily and murmuringlj 
— ^** Nay, Tom, if you cannot interpret my conduct, it 
must remain mysterious. You see the strait I'm in, 
having declined both my suitors, and yet, if 1 do not to- 
day name my future nusband, I must lose half my 
fortune. Silent ! Have pihilosophers neither perception, 
or compassion?" There is a painful doubt in the little 
face now, as Tom, making no attempt to compreh^id her 
meaning, only says, with forced composure-^'* See, your 
cousins await your answer — ^you are only jesting with 
them." 

"Jesting!" 

" There is one of them you do — ^jou can love," said 
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ICurrell, speaking softly to his cousin, under powerful 
6cxGitement, "Let me near you say this, I beseech — I 
implore you ;" and burying his head in his hands, he 
fiBturmurs, " Why had I not foreseen this hour ?" 

** Beseech ! implore !" cried Amy, starting up, as a 
nerw light breaks in upon her. " And you would have me 
ohoose one of my cousins there to be my husband ?*' 

" With all my heart and soul 1" 

** On one condition then I will," said Amy, earnestly. 
** Say you do not love me. Say that you, with outward 
•emDlanoe of humility, are yet so arrogant in mind — ^that 

Eipum an affection that bears no impress of your own 
intellect — ^that when a poor mistmsting girl — mis- 
g what she deemed a secret di£&dent regard for her, 
forgets her sex to proffer love, you can find it in your 
proud heaxi to hunuliate her thus T' 

It i» hard to see grief in any form, surely so, when its 
gloomy shadows fall on those who have accomplished so 
short a distance upon the radiant pathway oi youthful 
hope. Hard, indeed, with poor Amy, to see her fanciful 
little air-caslde, her pretty artifices, so adroitly and good- 
Immouredly projected, to transform a sad recluse into a 
happy companion, now all tumbling about her ears. Ah, 
Tom, you snould nave noted the busy little artificer more 
emiently, and have stopped her work sooner! Well, he will 
uSL now what he should have told before, as he entreats 
to be left alone with Amy for a few moments, promising 
to summon all back, findmg her fully disposed to regard 
hw suitors more favourably, and himself more justly. 

" You will hear me, cousin, will you not ?" he asks, 
without being answered, but the sobs become less fre- 
qoent and more subdued, as he proceeds — " Indeed you 
mistiJte me. Amy. Though but fer what has just now 
chanced this avowal should never have been breathed ; 
yet, if the heart's truth e'er sprung to mortal lips, it 
does so now, when I declare that I have deeply, fondly, 
Joyed you i" 

/ 
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'Raise a woman's curiosity if you would dry her tears. 
The sobs are ended now, as Amy promptly said, " And 
yet " 

"And, yet," said Murrell, bitterly, "I dare not ask 
you to love me !" 

"Dare not r» 

" The words are strange and sad, and bitter memory 
bids me use them. Listen : — 

" You remember I came here some few months since, 
the poor dependant on my uncle's bounty. Having been 
long absent from England, you and I then met for the 
first time. 'Twas thought I was a bookworm, an anchor- 
ite, shut up in a narrow world of mysticism and ideality, 
and having no thoughts or emotions common to other 
men. How little, to these sapient observers, did out- 
ward bearing indicate the monly hopes, the proud ambi- 
tidns, the dominant energies that had been wrecked on 
the fatal quicksands of passion and crime." 

" Crime !" exclaimed Amy, regarding her cousin with 
intense wonderment. 

" I started in life, he continued, one of the hottest 
competitors in the puirsuit of Fame. With the small 
patrimony my father left me, I hastened to a German 
university, and progressed rapidly in my studies. Tet 
were my brilliant day-dreams not unclouded. You will 
smile at the folly as I do now, but I then thought how 
proud the distinction to be at once the profound student, 
and the well-formed, polished gentleman. A personal 
defect, however, seemed likely to mar these -aspirations. 
My present slight stoop, at one time, threatened to be^ 
come a very ugly and very decided humpback. It is, 
perhaps, little wonder that I should become easily ex- 
asperated by any reference to my imfortunate peculiarity, 
but that this feeHng should deepen into malignity and 
revenge, and lead me to kill 1-.' 

" On, no, no !" cried Amy, " impossible !" 

" Too true, dear Amy, as you will learn. Some years 
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since, in crossing to England, I stopped a few days on the 
French coast, passing my timS there in rambles by the 
sea. My singularly pensive demeanour attracted the 
notice of a group of school girls, who, as we passed, fre- 
quently and leeringly laughed at my grave appearance. 
1, who should have laughed in turn, Was so possessed by 
the fiend within me, that I almost prayed for the power 
to have stricken my merry tormentors with my ovm 
deformity. I felt I hated them, and wished them ill. 
Alas, that opportunities for evil so often come at our 
bidding. You listen, cousin !" 

Listen; she listened before, but there is a strange niBw 
interest now in her rapt attention, as she replied, " Yes, 
yes ; how long since was this, do you say ?'* 

"Ten years," said Murrell, and paused, expecting to 
be further questioned, but Amy eagerly urged him to 
proceed. 

" One day I was sauntering on the cliffs, rendered 
more than usually moody by the fear i^at my deformity 
was increasing in awkward significance, when I heard a 
loud laugh, and looking onward, espied my gay per- 
secutors at some short distance, -walking very near the 
cliff's edge. A vague but powerful feeling of revenge 
seized me, I clenched, maliciously, a large portion of the 
rock which, having picked up as a specimen, I at the 
moment held in my hand : at length a mocking imitation 
of my walk and manner, by one of the girls, followed by 
a loud peal of laughter fi'om her companions, was more 
than I could bear. Scarce knowing what I did, I hurled 
the atone towards them — heard a scream — a fell — a dash 
into the ocean — I dared not look — I knew — I felt J was 
a murderer l^ 

"No! no 2" cried Amy, startmg up, then mstantly 
resuming her seat, said with calmness, "A sad story, 
cougin. But the young girl might have been saved." 

" Impossible," said Tom, despondiugly. " My first im- 
p^dse wafi to hasten to her rescue, but remembering the 



Digitized by Google 



42 THE GOLDBN PIPPEK. 

cliff at that point was two hundred feet from the 
I knew all help must be unavailing. My next th 
was of myself; and scarcely pausing in my ftii 
reached a distant port of America, where, amid 
scenes, I hoped to heat off the phantom that now < 
haunted me. Yain hope 1 a blighting curse marred & 
enterprise. Bankrupt in health, ambition, and fortmo^l 
returned home, laid bare to your uncle Elorid my a< * * 
wound, and to his kindness I now owe a re^ige 
penury, but not from conscience.'* 

Murrell sighed, as he leaned his head on his arm, ; 
resting on the window-fran^e. He dared not yet 
what he felt to be his cousin's upbraiding, reproa 
glance. But had he turned, he would have found th 
were no such traces in her loving, pitying, yet wf 
curious and meditative gaze, as she presently asked, 

" Is this — this — accident ^* 

" A kind term, cousin." 

" Is the circuiBfctance known to Puritan and Florid P** i 

" Yes ; but they have been enjoined to strict se 
by Mr. Florid, and having strong reasons for sec 
his favour, they are not likely to mvulge the affair, 
now, cousin," continued Tom, taking courage to appt 
Amy, who stiU sat with thoughtful, downcast eyes, ^ it'i 
may still call you so, since a few hours will part us 
ever, grant me this last favour: forgive my almost 
minal blindness in not averting what has just happen 
and let me be made, if not happy, at least less miserab .^ 
than for many long years I nave been, by seeing yoi 
the affianced of one who may worthily call you by tttfA- ■ 
name." , ". 

" A last request," assented Amy, " I grant it wilHiu^ 
in token of forgiveness. Tou may now bid all return?* ' 

How the bright eyes dance and sparkle, following Tom 
out to do her bidding ; and how soft and loving the tonflaL 
that gently murmur, " Could I have ever doubted Hs^' 
he loved me?" '.■• 
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The recently ejected suitors return moodily* Haring 
some presentiment of the nature of Mr. Murrell's com- 
munication to his cousin, they are quite prepared to find 
an entire change in that young lady's demeanour. In 
this they are not mistaken. Nothmg can exceed the 
cordiality of her manner as she approaches Mr. Lawllmb 
(" evidently the fayourite," as Uncle Plorid delightedly 
exolaunB), «id taking him by both hands, affectionately 
said, " I hope ydfu'U forgive my being rather rude to you 
jufit now ; 1 beg ten thousand pardons." 

Mr. Lawlimb magnanimously signifies his acceptance 
of the apology, no doubt privately thinking he has ten 
thousand reasons for doing so. 

Amy, han^ng on his arm and looking archly in his 
face, says, "I uiow you're a very clever lawyer ; and if 
I might venture to ask jorx a favour, my dear cousinj** 
—she is so kind, and bewitching, and seductive, that Mr. 
Lawlimb considers her to be repealing the old law of 
wooing and courting him; and he Tamer aoproves his 
cousin's " amendment of the law." " You nave heard 
of tiiat unfortunate affair of Tom's," said Amy }" sup- 
pose there was a trial, that all was discovered — ^what 
would be the result?" 

** I)q>ends on the evidence," said the legal pundit care- 
lessly. "If the chain of proof was complete, why I'm 
tfraid there might be a rope at the end of the chain — 
tiiat's all. But why do you ask ?" 

" Only it occurred to me, if you were coimsel for Tom 
in such a case, what a splendid speech you would make in 
his defence." 

Mr. Lawlimb rather mistrusted his ability in this par- 
tienlar, and said he should require somebody to tell 
lum how. 

* I will, then ! " exclxdmed Amy with enthusiasm, and 
ktachmg her arm from his now. " By saying that this 
Ki, though wrongful, might not have been attended by 
fte fatal consequences apprehended; that the stone 
nij^t have struck, but not have killed j that the girl it 
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struck might have fallen, but not have fallen in I^IM^ 
that the splash heard bj Tom might have been a portflw 
of the cliff which her weight in falling had disfo^p[(^ 
and that this young gurl, whose imagined death so daMtr 
haunts poor cousin Tom's memory, may at this mom^lM 
be unharmed and happy I*' -tii 

Had they never thought of it before — can it be Bilj| 
Bible ? or is it but this modem Portia's ingenuity ? lott 
how beautiful she stands; no turgid old barrister 0Mk' 
looked more hideously ugly in his wig, than does IIk 
unwigged little advocate show entrancingly without «MI|.: 
Even Mr. Lawlimb is urged to say, " Very good n|iriiti|l." 
you only want evidence." ^'\ 

" This evidence is here !" cried Amy, still approachi||j 
near to Murrell. " Yes, yes, dear Tom, all I have «j|r 
30sed is actually true — I was one of the group of thoii§p& ' 
ess school-girls from St. Omer who so unfeelingly jeatlll 
at you. The stone you threw slightly grazed my fiA] 
head, and falling, a portion of the cliff gave way iptf 
dashed into the sea. A scream at sight of blood was «. 
succeeded by a laugh at your hastily retreating fi^riiff 
next dav some incident succeeded that, and nou^ 
remained of the event but this slight scar," said^qflj||il| 
pointing to her head. " And so, dear cousin Tohi, 9s2 I 
have not been fortunate enough to wholly captivate jm^ 
perhaps this beauty spot may complete my conq^udfi^ 
that is, if you " 

But alas for pleaders with soft hearts and golden euilit 
the forensic courage and eloquence is all gone now as tte 
spirited little counsellor returns to weak womanhooi 
again, and relieves her overcharged heart by weeping so 
blissfully — oh! how blissfully !— on her happy cousin's 
breast. 

"Dearest love!" said Tom, pressing her to his heaxt, 
" how can I thank you — what can I say ?" ^ 

" Say ?*' said Amy, smiling through her tears, " ^VSM 
your own theory of love language — say nothing." , ' 

How the little arms encompassed him and clung 1^ 
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lApft— ^^ow the sweet face lovingly turned to his as the 
tttlM" of hope, and joy, and love, rained off every trace of 
xriiitrust, doubt, and suspicion ! 

^ 'WeU, well," said cordial old Uncle Florid, who hated 
pg&etics, and cared little how afiairs turned up, so as he 
could see all round him jolly ; " well, well, we must all be 
"id Tom has got out of his ugly scrape so pleasantly. 
»m, I congratulate, I mean condole with you on your 
siHseess. Puritan and Florid, I congratulate you both on 
yvfeur hicky escape, * Little Puss ' would have scratched 
joiir eyes out, gentlemen, she's a termigant ; and there's 
TWihing surprising after all in her sneaking kindness for 
Tom, since you see in early life she was decidedly struck 
Iqr Imn — Ha ! ha ! that's a better joke than Tom will find 
marrying her to be — Ha ! ha !" 

It was impossible to resist such infectious good 
kmnoxir, or if that were possible, neither Puritan or 
J^rid — ^who were not bad-hearted fellows in the main 
— could withstand the coaxing of Amy, who, putting 
mxk arm round the neck of each and affectionately kiss- 
ing them, said, " And, dear Puritan and Florid, asking 
yim to forgive me if I have vexed you, and to thiok no 
mcfre of the past, let a still affectionate cousin proffer a 
word of advice, and counsel each, when next you w<5o, to 
appeal to a woman's heart through the medium of her 
TOiderstanding, proving your own title to superior 
-wisdom by recognising and respecting what little wo 
possess, so may you each gain a prettier, richer, cleverer, 
—but, ah! (as she placed her hand in her afl&anced 
Iwtoband's) not happier — ^wife than you have lost in 

THE GOLDEN PIPPEN." 



" Told you that would soon be a case, sir," remarked 
Ifr. Dove to his principal, as two ladies completed some 
]nnrchaseB one June morning. 
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" What id a case, Mr. Dove ? " inquired the gentleman 
addressed. 

" Miss Pippen and Mrs. Puritan, just gone out, boii|lit 
two pair of these * extra Paris,' what we call the wedding 
gloves. I understand Miss Pippen 's to be married next 
week." 

" Indeed ! " remarked the proprietor. " One of those 
two swells from London, I suppose. Good looking 
chap, the taUest in the black whiskers." 

" Oh dear, no, sir," explained Mr. Dove, " neither of 
them. The tutor, companion, or whatever he is, to 
the old gentleman — studious man — stoops rather." 

" You don't mean that !" exclaims Mr. Jumper. " That 
pretty girl marry such a dead wig as him. Well, there 's 
no accounting for taste!" 

" There is not, indeed, Mr. Juniper. You are married ; 
so* some time or other some one must actually have had 
some kind of morbid, misguided, depraved taste for 
ffou. Ugh,*' 
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A REAL LIFE DRAMA. 



" CHir gta^e pUy hapS a moral, and no doubt 
Yoa all have wit enough to find it out." 

Gat. 

I "WAS liastily leaving the S Theatre, vid the stage 

doofp, marrelling at the highly pictorial taete of the 
manager who would insist on so many cuts in my last new 
piece, when a light touch on the shoulder brought me 
pis-a-vis a rather prietty and veiy delicate face, the voice 

Spertaioifig to wnioh articulated, " Don't you know me, 
r.H ?" 

**Bti! no,'* IreplM; "but 'tis rather hazy here; a 
iocftt 1>eneath yender gas-lamp will, no doubt, brighten 
up mr memory, — ah, I see. t)b, yes ; how d'ye do ?" 

" I on <fo rememba? me ?" the lady said. 

"Certainly," I replied, "as Queen May Bird, in the 
ballet playing, when I was at the wing of the stage ; we 
have both just left. I have the honour to address 
li^idemoiselle Josephine Montelambert." 

"Then you 'don-t recollect me elsewhere?" inquired 
Mademoiselle, in a half piqued and wholly sad tone. 

** Anywhere else ? let me consider — oh, here's another 
gas-lamp — ^what on earth am I thinking about — of course 
4 do* Miss Lotty Monckt(m ; take my arm, and shake 
tlfiads; no, shake hands first, and then take my arm. 
SWy then, on we go. Very extraordinary I didn't 
ivmember you at once." 
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" Toil mean the reverse ; it would liaye been strjmgli 
you had," she said veiy sorrowfully. 

" Q-rown so pretty," I alleged anti-convictionally,l 
to rally her. 

"Again, you mean precisely the contrary — don't 1 
cule me." 

" My dear girl, impossible ; you're low-spirited 1 
— what's the matter, Lotty ?" 

But she had burst into tears ; and imagining myl 
companion to be labouring under one of those inscn " 
female aflOlictionsthat are only remedied by a "good © 
the curative properties whereof are, I believe, imj 
by conversation — I made no attempt to interrupl . 
silence which presently ensued and some long liHf f 
continued, during which interval a rapid epitoma;; 
Miss Lotty's history ran through my mind, and sK"* 
} ou please, of our little real life drama form 

ACT THE FIEST. 

About five years antecedent to the "situatioii' 
have just described, I held a bank situation in .' 
fashionable town, between which and the reader, IP 
I have already effected an introduction in pr 
genteel terms. Although circumstances of a sfe 
private nature (more coarsely expressed as not 
money enough to keep a wife) prevented my indu ^ 
of serious matrimonial intentions in reference to 
many pretty girls " on view," doubtless at a high 
serve" figure, at this celebrated mart; yet it wa9 I 
of my amusements to take advantage of their 
"catalogued" — as they always were by certain i- 
monial authorities of the place — to inspect the prop 
with the eye of a bidder, as at other and 
auctions we often elaborately scrutinize some rare 
costly article of vertu, without having the ren 
hope of ever becoming the fortunate proprietor, 
observant, the vai'ied strategies of my JJady "V 
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behalf of her niece, the Honourable Miss Follow- 
and against his lordship, the rich and youthful 
of Pigeoncot, were to me as transparent as the 
litil'ul water her ladyship always chanced to be 
' 'Qg at the same hour as his lordship. So with 
there were different boards and various pkt- 
chessmen, but the moves were precisely abke. 
wonder, therefore, that to a diligent spectator 
myself, experienced in the al fresco finesse of our 
Jch-making locality, and with the "arrival books'* 
Itantly before me, I had little difBxjulty in ascertain--' 
Iwho our visitors were, and, generdly speaking, 
Jther they got what they wanted, 
lut there was one fair pair of " fashionable arrivals '* 
: the summer of 184 — , who completely bafBled my 
test scrutiny. I first met them during my customary 
^ stroll over the common. There was very little 
pt but that the elder lady had been beautiful, there 
[no doubt at all that the younger lady was so. 
1 fine figure, pretty face, with eyes — ^but there, the 
I who can coolly set to work to dissect a beautiful 
as he would take a clock to pieces, why it can't 
' — the lady's face I mean. The great proof of a man's 
imder the "soft despotism" of a woman's loveH- 
is, that he is wholly unable to explain or define 
r the sensation or its primaiy cause ; and I was 
ssed of that indescribable glamowr spreading all 
I a young donkey's soul at the first bewitching glance 
[ seductive face. Mother and daughter, evidently : 
loubt genteel people, although rather over-dressed 
op-sawyer quality. Wondered where they were 
bing ; sauntered after them home — ^H'm, Beresford 
noted rendezvous for the " improtected," so 
Itless they are unencumbered by any male bores, 
look in the "arrival book" for Mrs. and Miss — 
come or Justin. I am soon studying the recently- 
kented contents of the volume in question. " Colonel 



Digitized by Google 



50 A ££iX U7S BBAHA. 

SheUjacket," " Captain Stride," " Count Tweezer," 
" Mr. Mandamus," " Madame Klatter," " Mrs. and the 
Misses Soarletrunners." (Bless me, how the Scar- 
letrunners do hunt up the nuUtary.) But none of 
those are my Beresford Place friends. Who can they 
be? 

With a curiosity sharpened by failure, I was early 
on the look-out next morning; my fair inco^itoi 
being mysteriously non eH dunng the day; and, sure 
enough, chanced on them near the spot of yesterday's 
rencontre. 

I am naturally such a conceited jackass that my own 
private impressions of producing an effect must be 
receired with very considerable quSification*; but it some- 
how struck me that the mamma was evidently pleased 
by my obvious admiration of the younger lady, and 
looked out of the right-hand corner of her left eye, 
something that seemed to say, " A charming girl, is she 
not ? My daughter, sir." But I learnt af^rwards, the 
elder hAj had a slight affection of the visual organ, so 
this imaginary speech might have been aU her eye. 
Even supposing, however, I had received " ocular " 
encouragement, it was difficult to see how I could con- 
trive an introduction ; or what good could come of it if 
I did. The air and figure whereon I slightly plumed 
myself might ensure a cursory attention; but that 
cursory attention must soon be superseded by the 
damning fact of my being only a bank clerk at a couple 
of hundred a-year. Not entitled to a "nibble," of 
course ; much less privileged to swallow whole the 
tempting . lure wherewith angling mammas baited the 
matnmonial hook. 

But the nibbling was a " foregone conclusion : " this 
preliminary transgression at least was past praying for. 

While fully alive to the nuisance of being dropped like 
a hot cinder just as my heart had become one, I yet at 
the same time determined that, shoTild the ladies in any 
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way eyinoe a desire for acquaintance, I would not oppose 
t^eir wish. It would have been stupid to spoil good 
fiahing for want of a biter. So I wagged my tail, swam, 
to tbe surface, and waited for the rod. 

I waited in vain. Our acmdental meetings continued 
with monotonous regularity, but there was no dropped 
glove, handkerchief, or other orthodox avant courier to a 
conversation. Once, indeed, I let fall a hint in the 
sliape of a book on meeting the ladies ; but as to this 
day I am undecided if I did so accidentally or designedly, 
I can pardon them for any doubt they may have felt in 
the matter. 

But my doubts were destined soon to be solved. A 
few days afterwards I chanced to be seated behind my 
couldn't»find-out-who*they-were acquaintances in a box 
at our Theatre. The performance was "Othello;" 
and, en passant, if the dram, per, did not perform their 
duties, they certainly executed their tasks. I was 
seated, I say, in dose proximity to my ingenuity-baffling 
£nend8, and naturally conceived it to be one of those 
oeeasions deaigxied by fate, painted in novels, and en- 
grayen upon the heart of every sentimental young lady, 
when the more initiative may be advantageously taken 
in that pretty little ^ame of which the trump card 
is, " Ask papa.^' My impression (with due allowances, 
as I have mentioned) is that the way in which 1 picked 
tip their dropped play bill and offered that, and an ob- 
servation with it, was appropriate to the occasion. It 
unluckily was not equal to it, for this slight advance was 
repulsed with chilling courtesy. I had been clearly 
mistaken in supposing the ladies desired the honour of 
my acquaintance, and knowing nothing then of the 
mamma's temporary ocular affliddon, I acquitted Tier eye 
from blame, and agreed — to consider the error quite all 
Bune. 

I did not pathetically appeal to fate to know what to 
do next, and it strikes me if I had, the arbiter of 
E 2 
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destiny would have been far from recommending the 
course which eventually proved successful. My for- 
tunate cou]) was simply standing on the stage at the 
wing, during the performance, whither (under favour of 
the usual erUrie as contributor to the local newspaper) I 
had resorted after my recent rebuff, and whence I could 
be easily reconnoitred from the box I had left. 

Sauntering back to my seat, in the dogged determina- 
tion of not bothering myself farther in the business, I 
was agreeably surprised by the manifestly cordial smile 
with which my return was welcomed. An acquaintance 
was evidently now as much desired as it had hitherto 
been avoided, and from that moment my friendship with 
the Moncktons commenced. 

Has anybody yet settled it as to the intensest form of 
hero worship r A lover's adoration of his mistress, 
and ditto, reverse way, proves, sometimes, a very respect- 
able display of egregious infatuation ; a silly old father 
pampering the worst foUies and vices of his ne'er-do-well 
son, because he reckons him a " wonderful boy," is a very 
melancholy and very powerful illustration of doting 
senility. But, to my knowledge of Miss Monckton and 
her mamma, I owe my conversion to the theory that 
mother and daughter may respectively sustain the cha- 
racters of idolators and idol, to an extent and perfection 
unapproachable by any other order of devotees. 

As I afterwards learnt, IVIrs. Monckton, with her 
only child, had been left suddenly destitute, by the 
accidental death of her husband. Hers was a very 
common case ; living quite to the extreme margin of an 
income terminable on the husband's death, the confiding 
pair had literally fulfilled the injunction of taking no 
thought for the morrow, which came surely enough after 
the frineral and winding-up of affairs, and found the 
widow with just fifty pounds, many pretty accomplish- 
ments, and a handsome daughter, as her equipment for a 
voyage through life. • : 
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As the bereaved lady's sole knowledge of money up to 
iibis period had been limited to the easily-acquired skill 
jHf spending it, her worldly course appeared likely to be 
Xoughed by head winds, or impeded by dead calms. But 
'What was it that rolled back the thunder, hushed the 
-*empest, and put wind in her sails? Why, hero 
'Worship, with her daughter Lotty high priestess of the 
temple ! "With this impulse, the lymphatic, inert, and 
dependent wife, became, as if by magic, transformed into 
file shrewd, sagacious, and energetic mother ; recon- 
iloitring her accomplishments, she bethought herself of one 
s^ two elegant little arts in fancy drawing, velvet flower 
jointing, shell ornamenting, and the like, whereat, by 
patient labour, she might earn enough for the mutual 
wants of herself and child. But , this was not all, the 
visions of the petted girl's future greatness added imagi- 
nary to real needs, and to these was the resolute mother 
equal. AU day long and half through the night were 
'Hie unflagging eyes and fingers of Mrs. Monckton en- 
gaged in the manipulation of certain tasteftd knick- 
Knackeries, the proceeds of which provided for neces- 
iwries, and left a handsome surplus offered as an oblation 
*— in the form of rich dresses, laces, bracelets, to her 
idolized daughter Charlotte. Had the woman been be- 
witched ? Her vain dreamiQg absurdities took a definite 
mould of extravagance. It was not enough that her 
eiiild looked reaUy handsome, in her costly dresses and 
pmcracks — ^it was not enough that she might, with her 
passable education and accomplishments, and prepos- 
sessing appearance, marry sufficiently well to offer her 
mother an asylum in after life. Paltry, contemptible 
contingency. Most lame and impotent conclusion to all 
ihJs toil. She had hugged to her heart one fond per- 
petual thought ; beheld in her vision one sure veracious 
prophecy. How she came by it I know not, save by 
reading the historic records of some celebrated actresses, 
but the idea had firmly possessed her, rather than re- 
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linquiah which she would have doubted the reality of the 
laoat obrious facts — it should — it would^t must be so. 
Her daughter Charlotte should become Tragic or 
Thespian Queen, and marry a lord 1 

And what did the predestinated Lotty herself think 
of idl this ? Without, as I will do her the justice to 
acknowledge, encouraging, and even in some degree 
checking her mother's extravagance, she had neither the 
wisdom of a Solon, nor the indomitable firmness of a 
strong-minded femfde ; and when the gipsy she once met 
on the common predicted for her pretty face and quite 
patrician forehead the aristocratic decoration of a 
coronet, Miss Lotty blushed luid smiled as archly and 
complacently as any other young lady would have 
blushed and smiled under similar circumstwices, Beally, 
when once we have determined on our own elevation m 
life, we are not vastly particular as to the greatness of 
the altitude or extreme number of steps. 

So these were the Moncktons ; the mother incessantly 
pursuing her elegant drudgery, only solicitous that, by 
rich dressing and luxurious ease, her daughter might be 
fitted for the distinguished position she was ultimately 
destined to adorn. As I have hinted, the preliminary 
steps to the marquisate (for, by the bye, I believe no* 
boay under a marquis was in the " mind's eye" at this 
time), the preliminary steps to that dignity were to be 
the rather awkward and difficult acclivity to dramatic, or 
indeed, any other fame ; and as the marchioness in jpro^ 
spectu was now in her nineteenth year, some anxiety was 
naturally felt to make the advance movement. A point 
was considered to have been gained on making my 
acquaintance, inasmuch as, having been observed behind 
the scenes, it was presumed I had some connection with 
or influence in the theatre, and could render useful 
assistance. 

Of course, therefore, it fell out that, not being at 
the time aware of the full extent of the elder lady's 
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monomania, and a little flattered by tlie kindness and 
deference wherewith my good offices were invited, I 
became the medium of my aspiring friend's introduction 
to the manager. 

Mother and daughter waited upon this gentleman, and 
a dSu^ for the faur Lotty was eventually arranged. I 
forget the precise play that was produced on **this 
occasion," by "special desire" (the dSbutante^s own), 
with " unusiial splendour,*' the principal part (also the 
announce bill might have said by the siune " special 
desire)" by " Miss Emhsline Smnoiirs, or the Theatbb 
BoTAii, Dbuet Lake ;" but I am ajfraid I must record 
that the first appearance of the accomplished artiste was 
an only one at the time, and that the impression of 
the five "boxes," eleven "pits," and fifteen "galleries," 
seemed to be that the Theatre Eoyal would sustain no 
material damage in the temporaiy absence of that young 
lady ; and that, as far as could be gathered, the " specif 
desire" of the patrons only referred to the appearance of 
the debutante for " this mght only," and never anv more. 
In a word, poor Lotty was a do^/mright failure; a 
scarcely sui^rising catastrophe, when it is remembered 
that her dramatic education consisted of a few hazy 
notions of acting, transmitted to her by her mother, and 
one or two indifferent essayings at an amateur theatre* 
The unflattering criticism, indeed, of the "heavy father" 
on the occasion, seemed highly sag^ious : that with 
hard study for some years, and indomitable perseverance, 
Miss Siddons was " safe " for fifteen shillings a week, as 
"utility," in the provinces. 

Surely the dignity of marchioness is seen in more dim 
and distant perspective after this ? Not a whit. It was 
no fSulure ; and the vehement approbation of a small boy 
in the galleiy, a pimple faced gentleman in the pit, and 
white visaged ditto m the boxes, were triumphantly re- 
ferred to ; or if not quite so brilliant a success as had 
been prognosticated, then the adverse causes were mana- 
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gerial indifference, professional envy, and a damp night : 
any reason but the real one. Poor Lotty ! there are too 
many of us with whom want of merit is never accepted 
as the solution of the problem — want of success. 

Yet stay. Tou must not infer that Miss Monckton 
was wholly unsuccessful. Fred "Walters was mightily 
taken with the debutante, as the way in which he put 
down the proprietor of the voice, irreverently calliDg out 
" Speak up,'* amply testified; and as Fred was a present- 
able young fellow, doing a respectable business in the 
town, I suppose he thought that a wife was no such 
unpardonably expensive luxury to a man in his position ; 
and if he chose to marry a girl who had once trod the 
boards, why that was entirely a matter of taste, and I 
know on matters of taste Master Fred never believed he 
was far wide of the mark. So this yoimg gentleman, 
knowing me, and seeing I was on intimate terms vnth 
the Moncktons, did me the favour to convert me into an 
innocent and all unconscious " go-between" in the further- 
ance of his matrimonial designs upon the fair Charlotte. 
I thought when Fred ran on about theatrical matters, and 
so readily procured different plays, that he wbm a bit of an 
enthusiast in the drama, and attributed his long walks 
and talks with Lotty merely to a mutual sympathy in that 
popular art : and I am certain Mrs. Monckton was en- 
tirely of my opinion. The young lady's notions (like other 
young ladies', under parallel circumstances) may have 
been more clearly defined, and being a tolerably sensible 
girl in the main, she may have succeeded in arriving at 
the highly rational conclusion, that a real and substantial 
good looking grocer was the " bird in the hand" whereof 
an anonymous and apocryphal marquis might be con- 
sidered the very light-winged " two in the bush." I shall 
not soon forget the hubbub there was when the poor 
crazy mother found out how affairs were really tending, 
and I should very smartly have resented the way in 
which I was bullied as particeps crimmis in the business. 
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only that my curiosity in reference to the fate of the 
singular pair was yery strongly excited. Lotty*s first 
love affair — as she told me it was — ended by mother and 
daughter soon after leaving the "Wells: and my friend 
"Walters made the most wretchedly abortive attempts 
to look as if he didn't care one of his own figs about the 
matter. 

I saw very little of the ladies after this. Once or twice 
I casually met them at Bath or Ramsgate in the course 
of my " vacation rambles," and foimd the mother as pre- 
posterously silly, and the daughter as hopelessly unsuc- 
cessful, as of yore. Lotty could obtain no regular 
engagement ; and as the managers were deaf to other 
solicitations, the argument to which most men's auricular 
organs are keenly sensitive was not wanting, in the shape 
of a money consideration, to supply which need and meet 
the expenses of her daughter's dresses and decorations, 
the infatuated mother laboured to an extent that was 
visibly telling upon her mind and constitution. 

I once ventured a feeble remonstrance. "Ah!" said 
Mrs. Monckton, " you are like all the rest, think there 
is no talent in Charlotte, but she shall succeed yet ; she 
has never had a feir chance — only let her have the chance. 
Let her have the chance ! The iirst Act is nothing ; wait 
till she comes to 

ACT THE 

" But by the way, Lotty," I said, as I concluded the 
reverie just epitomized, during which time we had nearly 
traversed London in a diagonal direction, " does anybody 
know where we are going to ? This looks an intelligent 
man coming, suppose we ask him ? 

" Oh, dear me— yes " 

" Do you mean I am to ask him ?" 

" No, no ; I'm very sorry to have taken you so far. 
It must be greatly out of your way. I shall see you 
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again at tbe theatre perhaps, and we'll now nay good 
bje — ^thank you." 

" Oh, but this won't do. My dear Lotty, permit me 
to place before you a panOTamic sketch of your present 
position. Here you are all alone— Time, past midnight. 
Scene, public streets. Enter Eftst Man, chucks you under 
the chin — ^brilliantly remarks, * What, there you are, my 
topsy mopsy !* — Dissolving view — Change to policeman — 
rich gruff grunt, * Now, then, it*s time for you to be 
getting home, young woman.* Tou'd find going home 
alone an amusing progress." 

" As I do every night," said Lotty. 

" I had forgotten that! A long walk every night, Lotty." 

" Tes, but nearly at the end now, I*m happy to say ; 
and as I shall so soon be home, don't you come farther." 

" Very well— no I won't though — leave ycm, I meto — 
there's the policeman I impromed just now. See how 
dogged he looks — K. 9, on his collar — prcmounce that 
letter and number slowly, and you'll see the joke. If you 
can't laugh at it, your system's out of order, and you want 
physicking. Not such a bad pun, as times go." 

I was ^ad, as we passed another of my old friends, 
the gas-lamps, to see the sad wan fece light up cheerfuUv 
at my feeble pleasantry. There are some dismal prigglsfe 

geople who screech out against " small talk," but in this 
ard world, wherein taciturnity is so apt to settle into 
a frown, even the idle gossiper should be welcome. I 
doubt not there are many severely studied, long deli- 
berated acts of our lives, on which we shciild like to 
reverse judgment if possible ; but I believe few of us can 
remember an interiude of light-hearted gaiety we would 
recall if we could. 

So Lotty smiled as she said, " I see you are as bad as 
ever — ^not an atom improved." 

" Tou think not ? — I shall appeal to mamma." 
I felt the smile vanish, as Jjotty said after a brief 
silence, ^ Well, I think you had better not see her 
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tonight. Mamma's rather unwell— thab fs, not very 
weD—and -" 

" Oh, if she*B ill, the more reason for my paying her a 
nsit) and the greater excuse for doing so at an unfashion- 
able hour. What's the matter ?' ' 

"Notbing Tery serious," replied Miss Charlotte, with 
evident embarrassment, '* at least I hope not, mamma is 
rather weak and talks a little strangely ;" and the arm in 
mme trembled perceptibly. 

"Talks strangely? well, between ourselves, Lotty, 
that* • an old complaint of your mother's." I had said 
the same thing many times before,' but it never produced 
an effect bo painful as now, for my companion suddenly 
stopped — withdrew her arm, and said, "You are in a 
iesting humoiur to night— pray go now." 

I saw th^re was some sorrowful disclosure to make ; 
and actuated, I hope, more by the belief that I might 
render sonae slight service, than prompted by idle curio- 
sity, I assured Miss Monckton of my earnest sympathy — 
pressed for an explanation, which, in a few hurried words 
and many tears, she ffave me of circumstances that will 
soon be iq)parent to the reader. 

Ve were now at Mrs. Monckton's lodgings, in a cheap 
and iolitwy street, leading from the New fioad. " You 
are rather early to-night, Miss," said the woman who 
opened the door. 

"Tes, I think I am half-an-hour earlier than usual," 
replied Lotty ; " it is now only half past one, and I am 
?lid of it, for we had a long rehearsal to-day — ^not over 
unta four o'clock." 

" In that case, I said, I presume you do not return 
borne in the interval between the rehearsals and perform- 
ance!." 

"Oh, yes — always— I don't like leaving mamma all 

day." 

" This distance twice a day ! Why not live nearer the 

Tlieatre?" 
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" Mamma lias some friends about here who call ; but 
come up ; " and I followed Miss Charlotte to the 
second-noor of No. — , Paradise Place, . 

And a highly characteristic room it was, into which 
the ci'devcmt Queen of the Ballet now led the way. A 
sparkling coronet on the table, and morosely spluttering 
sprats toasting at the fire, shreds and fragments eveiy- 
where: canvas, pasteboard, satin, calico, tinsel, lace, buck- 
ram, blue, grey, yeUow, red, black, and white. A kaleido- 
scopic variety of every hue and form ; a countess's robe, 
and servant maid's gmgham frock, bracelets, and boots, 
an artificial flower basket, and a dagger, cocoa, and fish, 
bread, butter, and beer, in strange and bewildering con- 
fusion. Various play-biUs. announcing the "appearances" 
of Mademoiselle Josephine Montelambebt, decorated 
the walls, amidst which a feeble portrait of that eminent 
young lady, in one of her popular characters and a riding 
habit, was conspicuously observable. The ill-temper3 
sprats and some scented hair oil appeared to be havmg a 
contest for it, as to the prevalence of their respective 
odours, or taken in combination, emitted a perfume similar 
to what might be expected after a shower of rondeletia, 
in Petticoat Lane. But the strangest object of aU was, 
surely, Mrs. Monckton herself: a mere outline of what 
I knew her formerly — propped up with pillows, on the 
sofa, sewing tinsel ornaments on a bespangled velvet robe ! 

" Mind the dress — don't tread on the dress !" were the 
first words she uttered as I advanced and gave her my 
hand. She took it almost mechanically, and appeared so 
absorbed in her task as to be totally unaware of or in- 
different to my presence. 

"What a change from the blooming, merry, and pretty 
little woman I had known ! Her features were sunk^ 
and pallid, to an almost death-like hue, her hand was 
clammy, and had received mine with a paralytic pressure, 
her voice hollow and husky, and her whole appearance 
indicative of the infirmity and decrepitude of far ad- 
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ranced age ; but above all, her eye, glassy and piercing, 
bent over the work on which she was so intently occu- 
pied with an expression of pitiM anguish and frantic 
determination I shall never forget. 

" Why, Mrs. Monckton," I remonstrated, " hard at it 
BO late. Come, put by your work for to-night, if only 
out of compliment to an old friend. I want to have a 
gossip with you about your recent doings, — and, bv the 
bye, you are forgetting to ask Lotty how she dare bring 
me home at tins outrageous hour, and to scold her 
accordinffly." 

"Scold her!" screamed the mother, in a voice that 
fairly took me aback. "Lotty, darling!" and in an 
instant Charlotte was sobbing on her mother's neck. 
** Scold her, scold her!" said Mrs. Monckton, fondly 
kissing her daughter. " Say what they will of me, they 
can never say I scold you, can they, Lotty, love ?" 

" Oh no, mother, — no, mother ; but don't think of it, 
dearest : Mr. H was only joking with you." 

" Certainly !" I interposed, " to that extent, but I am 
quite serious in asking you to give your eyes and needle 
a respite, and beg to repeat my request." 
. "I cannot yet;" said the mother, pushing Lotty off, 
and resuming her labour, as if jealous of time lost even 
in such consoling endearments. " I have a great deal to 
do yet, — that frock for * Madge Wildfire,' the hat for the 
p^e, in * Don Caesar ;' this is the train for the duchess, 
m * Faint Heart ;' don't you think it wiU look splendid ? 
Lot will be magnificent in this !" 

" G-lorious, indeed, — when is it to be worn ? 

" Oh, for Charlotte's benefit ; the manager has pro- 
mised to get up * Faint Heart' for her, and only let her 
be seen in that-— that's the piece she should have played 
iu all along. She only wants good parts, but she nasn't 
had a chance yet, only let her have the chance." 

" Oh, are the benefits coming on soon ?" I asked. 

Lotty replied, in a whisper, that she scarcely expected 
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to have a benefit at all, and in any case it conld not be 
for Bome months ; but the whisper was heard. 

" Not have a benefit I But I say you shall, and thg^ 
must play that piece ; and it may be very soon. No 
time for me to lose. I've the bat and feathers for the 
duchess to make yet." 

" But don't you think you might leave off for a little 
while now, ma, dear?" said Lotly, coaxingly, as she 
placed her arm roimd her mother, " Mr. H— would 
like some sprats, and so would you; and see, I have 
made toast and cocoa — the cocoa is capital, ma, just tbe 
kind you like — from the new shop. There, you can 
leave off nicely at the end of that row. That's it ma, 
darling; come now!" 

I hope you will remember this little incident-— «n 
actual fife copy — when I come to have a word to say to 
the contemptible traducers who sneer at the private 
virtues of the poor actress. A Queen of the ballet may 
be as exemplary in her home as the Queen of England 
in hers, and that is the very highest praise it is possible 
for any lady to have. 

Mrs. Monckton, fairly overcome by these enticements, 
suffered the bespangled robe to be laid aside, but vCTy 
near her, and devoted a few moments to joining in the 
homely but variegated supper, to all appearance as 
begrudgingly giving the time it occupiea as a miser 
would surrender gold. It was in vain I tried to rally 
her on other subj^ts. Had I seen Charlotte in " Black- 
Eyed Susan?" Oh! how she was cheered at Ports- 
mouth; and then, " Cicely Homespun," what a hit it was 
at Gravesend. But I should have been at the Canter- 
bury theatre when she played " Lisette " in the "Cor- 
poral's Wedding." It was the officers' bespef^; and, 
oh! what a reception she had, and what applause all 
through the piece. But when she sung a song in plain 
dress, and then, on being encored, changed in hwf a 
minute, and discovered l^erself ready dressed in eha? acter 
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Jbv ** The Dashing White Serieant," you'd have thought 
liey'd have had the house down !_ " Ah ! " continued 
Sfes. Monckton, almost exhausted with this enthusiastio 
iMtiiimiinliim of her daughter's triumphs ; '^ she does 
iMk well in that dress. I made it myself, jacket, boots, 
4i^ all. Bun into the next room and slip it on, Lotty, 
Wt^ dew. I should like Mr* H-~- to see what a becom- 
10^ dress it is." 

Remonstrances were vain; poor Lotty was desperately 

and for the moment seemed disposed to resist this 

d request, but a maniacal glance of her mother's 

shing eye caused her instantly to quit the room, 

lence she presently returned mlly equipped in the 
Ughly eulogized regimentals. " There ! there 1" said the 
esoited mother : " don't you consider that dress capital ; 
tee how well the jacket fits and the boots. I covered an 
idd black pair vrith scarlet merino, and on the stage they 
look exactly like real red leather; do vou think you could 
MEoaember the song, my dear ?" " Oh, it is so late, dear 
niftmma, and I haven't the music," pleaded Lotty very 
pfaintively, and this time successfully; there was but 
mtle of the s^prit de corps in " the Dashing "White Ser- 
leant" now! 

Fearing my presence might lead to such farther en- 
croachments upon poor Lotty's jaded powers, as her 
leing put through the round of her favourite characters, 
1 took my leave, but not before promising to see Miss 
if onckton again soon, and urging her to put my services * 
m requisition if at any time acceptable. 

(" And did Miss Monckton give you a kiss in return for 
ycrar kind offer, sir ?" 

" No, my dear Jane, but she very quietly and smilingly 
permitted me to take one," 

"Indeed!" 

•* Dont be angry, dear Jane I It is true I was slightly 
impressed at first with Lotty, but the impression quickly 
wore off, and Miss Charlotte and myself soon discovered 
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we were both heart-whole in respect to each other ; but I 
thought, as I kissed the pallid rouge-bedaubed face of the 
brave-hearted girl who now bade me softly descend the 
stairs and gently opened the door lest we should dis- 
turb the other lodgers, for it was now three o'clock in the 
morning — I thought that in all its freshness, and gaiety, 
and beauty, it was never so clearly as now the index to a 
heart the haughtiest lord in all the peerage might be 
proud to win.'* 

So it had come to this. Poor, fond, foolish, romantic 
Mrs. Monckton was now a hopeless lunatic. How that 
sad catastrophe had been precipitated will be inferred 
from the preceding narrative. As Lotty afterwards 
informed me, it had been the old story. Managers 
obdurate and herself unlucky, whilst her mother, seem- 
ingly more sanguine than ever of success after every 
fresh defeat, persisted in her determination so resolutely 
and authoritatively, that the poor girl was fain to com- 
ply, although she would gladly have adopted any other 
means for their mutual support. The constant worry, 
intense labour, and disappointment, had at length brought 
the infatuated mother to the pass I had just witnessed ; 
and in her delirium, unable to pursue her ordinary em- 
ployment, the poor lady would only be pacified on being 
permitted to construct and l*econstruct in every possible 
lorm and fashion, dresses for her daughter's imaginary- 
performance of every female character, and, indeed, a 
great many male characters, within the range of the 
British drama. Of this fascinating labour she would 
never tire, and if prevented from pursuing^ it would 
relapse into a state of abject misery, or more frequently 
burst out in paroxysms of frantic violence that wpuld 
arouse the entire neighbourhood. Lotty could not 
endure the idea of her mother being parted from her to 
become the inmate of an asylum ; and, indeed, was , 
utterly unacquainted with the mode of obtaining ad- 
mission, had she been so minded. Unfitted, like moafc 
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dtli^cal people,- for other employment, there was 
IBtihing for. it but to take a third or fourth rate engage- 
mot in a minor theatre ; and poor Lotty had conse- 
^pSntly advanced no farther on the road to dramatic 
nemteigaty than eighteen shillings a week and ballet 
jp^nship. Becognising me occasionally at the theatre, 
pU^er I attended in fulfilment of my appointments 
I^Sk the manager — which appointments, by the way, he 
feeaerally forgot if written, and denied if verbal, until 
Se observed I was indignantly walking off, when he 
imoared me with a prompt audience. Seeing me. Miss 
dlgdotte overcame some few abortive attempts to supply 
Boy evidently deficient recollection, and thinking I might 
pojwribly suggest some mode of alleviating her mother's 
jj^biful malady, wiped off the cobwebs from my me- 
mxscj imder the circumstances already related. But 
it would have been useless to invoke much more skilful 
aid than mine. Mentally and physically the maniac 
laoQier was passed aU, even the most sanguine help ; 
tS^ at each repeated visit the deepening death-like hue 
HEn feverish restlessness confirmed the professional 
aesmen and felicitous allegory of the practitioner I 
liad summoned to the case, that his patient was rapidly 
approaching 

THE LAST ACT. 

Gentle, loving-hearted Lotty Monckton, how keen 
mm the perception of her mother's foUy, and yet how 
I tender, uncomplaining, and unflagging her watchful 
jBoiicitude. K in any one instance she could ever have 
ilo alightly reproached her misguided and misguiding 

Ct, I think that one exception was her treatment of 
Walters. I once hinted that I fancied that jroung 
g«l41eman, like herself, did not feel very happy m the 



, Happy ! " exclaimed Lotty ; " Oh yes, he is, happier 
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than I oould baye made him. He is maxried now-^Dear 
Ered/' sigbed Miss Charlotte in a t<me that woBld 
scarcely hare been agreeable to the r^nant Mrs. Walters. 

" Married ! I never beard of that," I replied. 

''Indeed!'' said Lotty with a sudden start; ''then 
when did you see him last ? " 

" Not yery lately ; from some foolish squabble, Red 
and I have not for a long tipae corresponded, and I left 
the Wells three years since. Seen or beard from him 
la^?" I mentally interrogated myself. "Oh! I sup- 
pose a year and a half ago." 

Lotty's countenance fell as she replied, " A year and 
a half ago ! Ah ! and I beard from some one who knew 
the family, that be was to be married in a few days — 
that was two mcmtbs since, last Monday." 

Two months since, last Monday, how distinctly re- 
membered ! My dear Jane, Miss Monckton need not 
have sighed for you to have known she really loved 
Frederick Walters. I regretted to feel compelled to 
add, " Of course, be 's married then by this time. Know 
the lady?" I asked crisply, for I felt annoyed with 
Ered, who, 1 thought, had acted like a stupid young up- 
start in the affair, and should have made allowances for 
Mrs. Monckton's infatuation. 

" A Miss Dallington, I believe, but I won't be quite 
sure," said Lotty in a way that proved she was very sure 
indeed. Decidedly a clear case with her, my dear Jane. 

" Oh! one of the Dallington girls," I said, resolved 
to take out my vexation with Walters, in detraction 
of his wife. "I know them well. Ill-tempered, and 
proud, and horrible flirts, aH of them. Wonder Ered, 
hadn't better sense." 

Lotty's sad face relaxed into a little laughs— slightly 
malicious, perhaps, but withal very natural and justi- 
iiable. It is to^ gentlemen who protest the ladies are 
angelically perfect, the dear creatures themselves doix't 
speak so blasphemously of one another. 
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- Miss Mbn<^:ton and myself were thus cbat^ng on 
'^mt haljcon interval in the actresses' calendar, Sunday. 
fHie invalid was lying in a seempgly refreshing slumber, 
in her old position on the couch, and had, Lotty told me, 
been calmer and better than usual. I confess I mis- 
trusted a certain hard stertoric breathing and short 
convulsive twitterings that were occasioni^y noticeable. 

Suddenly, and with a wilder expression than I had 
ever seen before, she started up, exclaiming, " Give me the 
dress ! make haste ! quick ! " 

" What is it, mamma, dear ? *' 

" The dress ! for Juliana in the ' Honeymoon ;■ I must 
finish it directly ; how I am losing time ! ** 

" But it is Sunday, ma." 

" Well, what of that ? Don't you play the character 
for your benefit to-morrow night ? " 

" No, mamma, darling, you are mistaken." 

" How dare you tell me so ? Why do you idl try to 
deceive me ? The dress, child ! the dress ! " and seeing 
farther opposition to her wish would only increase her 
present extreme excitement, Lotty brought a portion of 
her stage wardrobe, upon which the unhappy mother 
fiistened with the tenacity of a bird of prey, absolutely 
shrieking with rage and disappointment as she found her 
bands trembling too violently to pursue her enchanting 
work. Presentiy, however, she became more subdued, 
and then pettishly asked, referring to me, "Who is 
that ?" Without waiting for an answer she continued, 
** Oh ! I see, I suppose you wish tickets for to-morrow 
night. (Hiere will be an immense house — all the places 
are taken. You can have tickets if you please, but I 
can't promise you a seat." 

I replied, that was of no consequence^ and I could 
stand. 

" You Ve a treat to come," said Mrs. Monckton with 
increased energy, stabbing the dress before her with the 
needle indiscriminately. "If youVe never seen my 

f2 
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daughter's Juliana — the best thing she has ever done. 
That *8 the part she should have played at first. I have 
always said so, but never could have my way. But she'll 
do now— her fortune's made. She looks magnificent in 
the wedding dress — go, put it on, my dear ! put it on ! " 

"No, not now — not to-day, dear ma;" earnestly 
entreated Lotty. 

" To-day ! — ^why not to-day ?" almost shrieked the 
mother ; and to avert a fresh paroxysm, I signed to the 
weeping girl to comply. 

" There, there, see that !" cried the frantic woman, as 
Lotty re-entered the room, looking really handsome, 
despite her care-worn tearful faee. " There, sir, isn't 
that a splendid dress ? There's not an actress on the 
stage can beat that, or a lord in the kingdom with a 
handsomer wife than Lotty would make. Ha, ha !" 

A strange laugh, a flood of tears, a hysteric moaning, 
and with a few incoherent words the maniac mother fell 
back insensible. 

" Oh, for God's sake," said Lotty, " call the landlady, 
the doctor, some one, quick ! quick ! she's dying ! dear- 
est, darling, mamma, do not — do not leave me T' 

I called up the landlady, partially succeeded in calm- 
ing Lotty, and ran across the street for the surgeon, with 
whom I presently returned, and, who alas ! confirmed all 
but our worst fears. " She is not absolutely dead," he 
significantly observed, " and that is all the comfort I cwi 
give you." 

The theory of mental phenomena is not yet fully 
ascertained, or we might ask in what phase of the malady 
it is that in the last stages of lunacy the distraught mind 
will at times, and more especially at the period of dis- 
solution, re-assume its sway with greater certainty and 
power than at any previous period of existence. Enough, 
the fact is admitted beyond all cavil. 

Lotty still clung to the invalid, who, by the aid of a 
few stimulants, became partially aroused from the stupor, 
then raising herself and surveying all around with a 
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curious interest, said, quite calmly ^'^I have had a long 
dream — what has happened to me, who's that gentle- 
man ?" pointing to the surgeon. 

" Xou have been ill, mamma, dear," answered Charlotte, 
and that is a kind friend who is attending you, but you 
are better now.V The poor girl's anxious looks, and the 
motlier's glazing eye and sepulchral voice, belied this 
hope. Mrs. Monckton recognised me, and extended her 
hand ; " Oh thank you for coming to see us. This is the 
moment, most of all I would wish you to be here. Let 
us be alone," she whispered to me, and the landlady and 
surgeon quitted the apartment. " I know and feel all," 
said the dying woman, passing a trembling hand across 
her forehead, whereon stood cold death drops, " and bless 
Gk)d, he has given me a few moments to acknowledge my 
errors." 

" My own mamma," sobbed poor Lotty, " do not speak 
so, you are better — ^you will not die yet !" 

" Yes, yes, darling, it is G-od's will, and I obey ; 
but ere I go, forgive ttie poor fond silly mother who so 
deluded you by indulging vain and vdcked dreams." 

" Oh, no, no ! all th^-t a loving, faithful, indulgent 
mother could be, have you been to me," said the weeping 
girl. " It is I for whom you have toiled, and slaved, and 
endured. It is I who have brought you to this. But 
think not of the bitter past, I can now earn enough for 
us both, and we will always live together — you shall not 
—shall not die !" 

"Nay, don't weep so, sweet, you will try to think 
kindly of poor mamma. G-od knows what will become of 
you ; your path is beset with temptations, but you will 
not yield to them, I know that, knowing what you have 
hitherto resisted ; and, oh how happy, how happy, that 
thought renders me now." Then turning to me, " Oh, if 
in any way you can you will lend poor Lotty a helping 
hand. Pity her wrongs ; but for me she might now have 
been a happy wife, tenderly loved, and all her lifetime 
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cared for. — What will now become of her, is tie bitterest 
pang I feeL'' 

I need hardly say I gare the r^nired promise, at 
which the mother seemed slightly gratified ; then pnslung 
aside Lotty's curls so that her own face might lie closely 
beside her fondly-loved daughter's, relapsed into a quiet 
reverie. Presently arousing herself, with something of 
her old manner, she exclaimed : — 

'' O Gk)d ! if this vision should be true ! ah, I see it 
again ! the house ! the room ! the £Eices all ! — all, as I be- 
held in my sleep. Lotty! Fred! he embraces you, all the 
past is explained, forgotten, forgiven — ^you are his wife, 
andhappy, happy, for ever. Thank heaven! Thank heaven!" 

The voice ceased; the poor mother once more fell 
back slumberingly upon the breast of the worshipped 
girl, whom if she had wronged it had only been with 
improvident devotion — on that loving bosom she slumber- 
ingly reclined, and this time never to wake again ! 

iuid the bereaved daughter was happy that her mother 
had died peacefully although in a delusive hope. Lotty 
had never felt it necessary in her mother's condition, li 
mention the circumstance of Ered "Walters' marriage, 
and in her last moments jt was no time to wrest from 
the dying woman the only plank to which she clung for 
succour and consolation. 

I rendered the best help I could to Miss Monckton 
after this melancholy event* She remained very passive 
up to the period of her mother's iaueral, for the ex- 
penses of which she managed to pay by a disposal of 
part of her theatrical wardrobe ; and after that ceremony, 
said she had determined to remove, and would write 
to me. I felt a delicacy in urging further inquiries and 
advice, and resolved to wait her promised letter, which 
reached me in a few days, and was as follows : — 

" My dear Friend, 
" I feel that, under the circumstances in which I am placed, and 
tlie nature of our respective positions, I cannot longer intrude on 
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your bttieYotoit asnatanoe. I tliAiik you firom my heitrt for all 
your kindness^ the best proof of which will now be to fox;^^ 

"Tour affectionate and grateful friend, 

" Gk)d bless you. Lottt.'* 

And I saw no more of Lotty Monckton. 



Are tliere any of my readers ** enough well " interested 
in this little history to desire a few " last words " in 
reference to one other person appearing in it ? 

Twelve months, and more, have elapsed, n and I am 
paying a Christmas visit to my long unvisited friend, 
JFred "Walters. We have s&sibly adjusted our little 
differences, and Fred is rather proud of his matrimonial 
honours ; as well he may be. A charming wife, indeed ! 
and welcomes me (it may naturally be inferred, on the 
strength of Fred's introduction) with the warmth of an 
old j&iend and favourite. It would be flat heresy to be 
miserable (except from sheer envy, and that I am) under 
such circumstances, and yet I can't help picturing to my- 
self how different Mrs. Fred Walters is from poor Lotty 
Monckton. She is about the same height, certainly ; 
but that is the only resemblance. Lotty' s face was 
pale and haggard, and her eyes heavy and sad — not in 
the least to compare with the healthful rudd^ features, 
and vivacious, roguish peepers of that enchanting wife of 
Master Fred's ! She is a capital manager, her enraptured 
husband tells me, equally aufait in kitchen and drawing 
room, useful in one, ornamental in the other; and in 
proof of her versatile talents, we were to have egg-flip 
and " Oh ! Charming May " after supper — the former on 
the table, the latter on the piano. " And what's the best 
of the joke," cries Fred, slapping me on the back much 
more violently than he need, for I have a very deep con- 
viction of his wife's many excellent qualities without 
that additional sinking proof — " the best of the joke is, 
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she learnt all her cupboard wisdom in three moi^b«« 
Eact ! ha ! what a lucfy thing for me, when Julia 
lington turned me off, because I remonstrated with 
for not dancing once at the Annual Assembly witk Ai 
man she intended marrying in a week. She was spHoel 
to somebody else, and bolted from her poor devil of m " 
husband before the honeymoon was half over. Ha 1 htkt 
Funny thing wasn't it, my meeting again with I'O^ 
and making it all up ? But she took a great amount m 
persuadinc;, and was a good deal cut up when I first mat 
her after her mother's death. But here you are no«C 
my darling!" said Fred, kissing his happy wife ; ** mm 
I'm now the jolliest fellomin existence !." i j 

I have said I never again saw Miss Lotty MoncktoL | 
but I have certainly frequently had the pleasure to meel j 
Mrs. Frederick Walters ; and the last time I did so, ali^- * | 
sang, at my request, the celebrated scena occurring hk 
her part of " The Queek op the Ballet." 

Soothe mother's death-dream was the only one thai 
came true ! 



It was many months after her mother's death tlait 
Miss Monckton was surprised by the return of hen 
cousin, Edith Blakesley, wno had gone out to Canada as 
a governess ; bringing with her on her return to h«p 
native land, a capital specimen of Worth American 
produce in the shape of a good looking and prepos- 
terously over-indulgent husband, a defect, however, of 
which the lady did not complain. Lotty was at<this tim^ 
engaged to her future husband, and the two ladies tock, 
it into their finely formed heads that they should like to 
visit Tunbridge Wells, and they did like it very mudb. 
As to the Canadian husband, it was of no consequence 
what he liked ; he was, of course, desired to get lumself 
rev^j J en attendant i and for his amusement auring tha* 
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iMig private aecmces of the ladies on their mutual love 
tffSrs and the approaching auspicious event, he was 
gndouslj permitted to calculate and pay all the expenses 
€# the expedition. 

-That Miss Monckton's bridal preparations involved 
numerous visits to Messrs. Jumper and Dove's — 
HS^ we beg pardon, Dove and Juniper's (this is not a 
iftyancholy occasion) — ^nW. be easily conjectured by the 
OiOBt unlikely-to-be-married young lady ; and it was on 
000 of these occasions that an inspection was made of 
HiB eulogised "wedding gloves." We regret to say our 
fil^nd Mr. Dove is not the purveyor in the present 
transaction, a duty congenially "performed" by Mr, 
JFoniper, who, however estimable in the private re- 
llifons of life as a man and a father, is certainly not 
«^^wed with his popular collahorateur* s urbanity. He 
winces perceptibly as Miss Mcnckton — from her stage 
practice a good judge in such matters — examines sharply 
asd critically the " extra Paris ;" reluctantly stretches a 
pair crosswise on the lady's hands to ratify the correct- 
ness of the marked size, and boldly and unflinchingly 
resists the audacious proposition for trying on. These 
acerbities acting upon lady temperaments, evidently in 
tbe mood for having their own way and doing pretty 
laach as they please, lead to a premature conclusion of 
tiie "shopping," with an intimation that the fair pur- 
chasers will call again when the young man who 
"attended to" them before, is in the way. 

" Know those people ? " inquired Mr. Juniper, of 
an assistant, as the ladies joined the transpontine 
Imsbandy^v^ho, having incautiously opened his mouth to 
make an observation, had been peremptorily ordered to 
leaye the shop, by his wife, and commanded to wait for 
her outside. " Know those people ? " 

"One of them, sir," replied Mr Juniper's a^ist- 
fSS^ " is the young lady Mr. Walters is going to' marry ; 
did's been on the stage, has played once^ at the theatre 
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down here : that's whj she's so particular about h^ 
gloves." 

"Young Walters marry an actress!" "observed Mr. 
Juniper incredulously. " Well, I can't imagine what the 
young fellows, now-a-days, are thinking about." 

Then we will tell you, Mr. Jumper. The young 
feUows are thinking that with stage coaches, oil lamps, 
Vooden telegnmhs, and hair powder, there may as well 
go out a few elderly notions, among which none are so 
inane, contemptible, and coarse-minded, as that which 
imputes indiscriminate imm(»*ality to actresses, and re- 
fusiBs to admit that a young lady upcm the stage may not 
be as blameless, exemplary, and refined as in any depart- 
ment of life whatsoever. Nay, more, that many 
examples are extant of hCToism in the endurance of 
hardship and fatigue, and a negation of the womanly 
enjoyments of life, on the part of lady professors of the 
stage, for the sake of others, that would, by comparison, 
shame into insignificance the vaunted sacrifices of the 
cloister and the nimnery. And so much am I assured of 
this, and so willing to back my opinions, that I know one 
or two young ladies (more particularly one) at this 
moment, enchanting the town by their modest ituom- 
sance ; in reference to whom I shall only be too happy 
if, for my sake, they would purchade "wedding 
gloves !"* 

♦ The Printer's Devil begs to say lie has discovered the author's 
name and address upon the back pf a letter used for " copy," which 
he will be happy to divulge to any lady favouring him with an 
order for two to the gallery on boxing night ; but he deems it 
necessary to add that the author is rayiker a gammonin' gent, and 
he — the P. D. — ^believes, only means something about the young 
ladies buying his book. 
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CHAFTBB THB FIBST. 

And if upon yoar plighted faith 

Sadness 8]K>i]dd ever rise, 
Look upward to the morning sun. 

Fresh mantling in the sties. 
The shadows that en wreathed the light, 

A richer glory shroud ; 
Holiest the love uprising from 

The dai^est passing cloud* 

It would be quite beside our present purpose to insti- 
tute any inquiry into the precise causes that have led the 
ingenious gentlemen who " do" or " dress" the facetus 
for metropolitan delectation, to select the agricultural 
character as one peculiarly suited for some very smart 
but a great many more remarkably dull and stupid lam- 
poons. No doubt such terms as " yokel," " dunderhead," 
" bumpkin," and the like, show extremely well in a para- 
graph designed to strike the eye and look funny at a 
glance, but we are at a loss to discover why the rural 
mind more than any other should be expected to compass 
erery department of intelligence, or why a fisffmer, like 
most other traders and artificers, may not plead a skilfiil 
knowledge of his own business, as a more import&nt 
branch of information than an acquaintance with other 
people's. It is not pushed as an accusation against the 
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metropolitan critic, that in nine cases out of ten, he 
would be unable to distinguish a plantation of mangold 
wurzel from a field of clover ; and our agricultural friends, 
in like manner, do not profess conversance with affairs 
lying clearly beyond the range of their delightful and 
healthful department. I do not suppose the farmer mcHre 
than any other man can, as politicians say, " be exempted 
from the operation of purely natural laws,'* but I should 
much regret if any of our modem improvements pro- 
ceeded to the degree of diminishing by an inch the acres 
or the person of a British farmer ; or desolated, to the 
extent of a blighted heather bell, the bloom of the home- 
stead of a good old Enghsh farm ! 

Such, I am sure, would be your opinion on getting your 
first view of Briarly Farm, situated on a gentle acclivity 
in one of the Kentish hills. The lowlands that skirted 
the base of the hills chiefly comprised pasture meadows, 
beyond which lay a deep gorge or dyke, the sides of 
which were covered by several flocks oi sheep protected 
by fences from the steepest portion of the ravine. Fields 
of wheat, barley, oats, and clover, waved in golden luxuri- 
ance as the soft wind played down the teeming hill sides ; 
and the boundary of Farmer Ashtead's property was 
formed naturally by tall brushwood on one side, and 
various clumps of trees, comprising a miniature wood on 
the other. I trust, if I turn into the meadows scHne 
finely-conditioned " stock" in the shape of " short-horns" 
and " two-year olds," and plant a few wheat-stacks around 
the farm, pitching in a hayrick or two afterwards, yoji 
will have formed a highly favourable, though still imper- 
fect notion of Briarly Farm. 

Did I* happen casually to mention that the delightful 
farm-house itself contained a young lady — the farmer's 
daughter, Lucy — who, besides the farmer was the only 
other inmate in addition to the usual domestics ? No 
matter. We are at the farm, if you please, v&cy 
early in the morning, and Miss Ashtead may not har© 
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risen, and we prefer, under such circumstances, intro- 
ducing first tlie gentleman who i^ waiting outside — Mr. 
Wilmot Flowerdale. A young gentleman standing five 
feet ten in his boots, and considerably higher still in his 
own opinion. And if a finely-formed head, the intellec- 
tual garnishing whereof does not belie its conformation ; 
an open manly countenance, keen eyes, good teeth, and 
lithe and handsome figure, form any justification for self- 
complacency, certainly these palliations has Mr. Wilmot 
ilowerdale. He is the third son of a West India mer- 
chant reputed to have possessed considerable wealth; 
but on whose death it was discovered that by dint of 
dividing twenty thousand pounds among five sons and 
nine daughters, a few relatives of mother-in-law descent, 
and one or two benevolent institutions, as per bequest, 
Mr. Wilmot's share could comfortably be reduced to a 
few hundred pounds; whereat that young gentleman 
himself was so little distressed that, on being apprised of 
the amount over a glass of wine vdth the family solicitor, 
he merely remarked — " 

" Very good." 

" It's a mere trifle, I know, sir,'* said the attorney. 

" And we should never allow trifles to troubles us you 
know, Mr. Cognovit," said the legatee. " Here's your 
health — capitid sherry!" 

It is this young gentleman who is now engaged in his 
usual morning occupation of dodging the respected Mr. 
Ajihtead from behind a hayrick, and having seen the 
unsuspicious farmer mount his favourite hack and trot 
off on his usual ride of inspection, approaches the house, 
and after a gentle tap at the door, enters unbidden the 
sumptuous kitchen of Briarly Farm, where preparations 
for the usual early breakfast on the return of the farmer 
are already in progress. 

The visitor has walked a long distance to his present 
destination, but he would have been in the right of it to 
hure walked much further for the sake of experiencing 
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the kindly pressure of the hiaid oi Hbo lady he me^, 
thoiigh acoompanied bV the smiling repfoo^ ^ You know 
you oughtn't to come here." 

Oh ! my dearest Miss C^res ! Sweet goddess presiding 
oyer the world's agricultural department, inspire me to 
describe as I should Miss I/ucy Ashtead ! so heali^ifiil 
and ruddy, and yet with beauly so delicate and refined ; 
so fashionably unglased, and yet so naturally pc^hed, 
so easy, graceful, and nnaasuming, and yet not a st^ <^ 
movement to which Siokob Pastobali: or MA-nAifr: 
Oalisthenio would not hare put some oth^ twist. S^- 
possessed, lady-like, and accomplished ; and yet yiola^g 
every canon of polite society by saying what she meant, 
and showing what she felt. Varsed in many graceful, 
womanly arts, and yet as ignorant as the flowers she 
tended of a coup de langue or a matrimonial memceuvre. 
Therefore, although Miss Lucy thought and said Mr. 
Wilmot should not have called, she did not feign a dis- 

Eleasure she could not feel, but smilingly complimented 
er recusant suitor on his poetic fancy as he compared 
her in her radiant cheerfulness to the bright mommg 
itself. 

" But I suppose," said Lucy, " you tare going back to 
London now, and have come to say good-bye ?" 

" No," replied Wilmot, " I have ^ven up all idea of 
studying for the medkjal profession — I shan't settle in 
London ; I intend having a little shop in the village." 

" You don't say so," exclaimed Miss Ashtead, inmu- 
dently ; " and pray what trade ? Bootmaker ? No, 
dealer in tapes, threads, needles, and lucifer matches — 
you can carry a pack in that line and see so much of life. 
Ha! ha!" 

" You may laugh, but I'm serious," said Wilmot, witih 
corroborative earnestness of manner. " As you k&o^ 
my poor father left me only five hundred pounds, and 
that* s a mere drop in the mighty whirlpool of London 
peculation ! I should prefer a nice farm above all things j 
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[m not rich eoougli for that at |»eMnt. 80 instead 
y patients^ I'U. try and cure bacon and sdl it. 
hiot?^' 

tes, that's all very fine to talk about," said Lucy, 
I pleased by her lover's determination ; " but with 
learning, you'll find it dif&culi; to reconcile yourself 

i homely life." 
ftkjf not so: it is only when learning leads us to 
pt what is useless or impracticable, that it makes 
ppy. I shaU be as happy — ^no, I shan't ; I shall 
isiyely miserable, till you allow me to call you my 
tie wife, Lucy." 
i I now don't j^eviye that quarrelsome subject," said 
iLucy, with a tone and manner that plainly eyinced 
1 not make it a quarrelling affair. 

I your dad think that I can't support you, then ?" 
rilmot, passing his arm round Lucy's waist, in proof 
( powers of sustentation. 

^lank ^ou for nothing, 1 can support myseK for that 

»," said Lucy, bounding away. Then seeing her fond 

ensitiye lover clearly pained, she approached him 

and continued : " I only meant, my -dear "Wilmot, 

ny worthy father is, at present, quite obdurate; 

hat as I'm his only child he can't part with me ; 

esides, he hasn't much fancy for you polished peo- 

Ldedares that your book-learning won't satisfy a 

appetite — or if it does, you're welcome to it 

ae, ' said the recreant Gblen : ^' he has no taste for 
ophy — or physic." 

berefore a decided taste for his breakfEiat," said 

^ suddenly assisting the servant in the arrangement 

breakfiist paraphernalia, as certaia well-known 

betokened the appearance on the scene of the 

land very able performer at that meal. " There's 

etumed — ^now pray go — you know the disturbance 

b will be if he finds you here again." 
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" Are you aware what the beggars chalk on the paye- 
ment in London?" inquired the agreeable trespasser, 
resisting the physical force efforts of Lucy to effect his 
expulsion. 

" No/' replied that young lady, " a fish in colours, I 
believe— but do pray get out." 

" They write," said Wilmot solemnly, " the immortal 
truism, * Hunger's a sharp pang !' that's my complaint ; 
I feel it — ^never mind where, in the proper quarter. My 
stomach is the ally of my heart in refusing to beat a 
retreat. My love requires your presence, and here you 
are — my body requires breakEast, and there it is. I mean 
to face it out this time, and politely communicate to the 
old grampus — ^your respected papa, my dear — a modicum 
of my understanding, popularly termed a bit of my mind." 
And so resolute is Mr. Flowerdale, that despite Lucy's 
most earnest entreaties, he carries this project into execu- 
tion, lemaining, however, beside a large oaken press, 
unobserved by the farmer on his entrance. 

Matthew Ashtead is every inch a farmer ; and his 
inches, as his acres, are not few. A portly persou, indica- 
tive of the usual amount of agricultural encouragement 
to the provision dealers and clothing manufacturers of 
this realm, with intellectual powers chiefly remarkable 
for mechanical obedience to certain laws of prescriptive 
routine. To all appearance there was no more rigid dis- 
ciple of the old school, or who adhered more obstinatdy 
to traditional manners and customs of ploughing, fallow- 
ing, tilling, sowing and reaping, rearing and breeding 
stock, than farmer Ashtead. But it was only to casual 
observation. The farmer in reality masked beneath his 
stolid exterior a strong and almost eccentric originality, a 
keen and ready perception of character, and a prompt 
and unostentatious adoption of any improvement calcu- 
lated to benefit his farming operations. Take the farm^ 
a new ploughing machine, and he would scout you as a 
hair-brained visionary; and then deeply pondering on 
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your proposed alteration, adopt it if reallj feasible. Let 
Imn be asked for relief by the family of a siek labourer, 
and he woidd hustle them off with maledictions at the 
invalid's improvidence in not joining a benefit club, then 
instantly set to work to investigate the case, and give 
assistance in proportion to its meritoriousness. 

It is scarcely surprising that these inconsistencies 
should occasionally lead the farmer to be misunderstood 
among his friends and neighbours, or that his habit of 
never condescending to explain anj circumstances should 
foster the most unfounded suspicions. It is true the 
owmer of Briarly farm was a well-reputed, honest, thriving 
man ; but an easy transition of taciturnity into mystery 
hd many a less successful cultivator to attribute to some 
inexplicable fortuitous causes the legitimate results of 
perseverance, industry, and sagacity. 

In one respect, however, the worthy farmer was entirely 
without dissimulation ; and that was in his love for his 
daughter Lucy. "Whether in his rough brusqtie manner, 
mellowed to feminine softness in her presence ; his lavish 
indulgence of her every wish; or his awful visitations 
upon the luckless cause of any disappointment and vex- 
ation to Lucy'— he never appeared in any other character 
thjm that of the fond and ridiculously doting father. And 
in no way was his affection more unequivocally mani- 
fested than his peremptory ducking in the horsepond any 
gentleman he could lay hands on who came as suitor to 
his jealously-guarded daughter; — a cooling- his -courage 
sort of proceeding, it is fair to say, not always unsanc- 
tioned by the young lady herself. 

Returning now with his appetite, like his recently 
inspected farm, in a high state of cultivation, he kisses 
Lucy heartily, throws off an outer coat, and discovering 
some unusual signs of agitation in his daughter, says : 
"How flustered 'ee be, lassie! what's matter wi'ee ? 
Dang us, if I doan't think that whipper-snapper, book- 
laming diap ha' been here again. TeU'ee what, lass» 

G 
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doftn't ba' a word to say to any one on 'em. Depend 
they han't got a hit of spirit in 'em, them chaps." 

" Breakfast is quite ready, father," said Lucy, nn 
ing her daring lover to escape the bathing cerei 
while there is yet time. 

" He thinks he's going to run off wi' my little htm 
do 'ee P" continued the irate farmer; ** that be his ma 
be it P Ecod, if I catch him here, I'll alter his m: 
bit !" and Mr. Ashtead firmly grips a thick stick, t' 
fiiintly shadowing forth that the mode of punishment §sk 
a contumacious lover may be henceforth even less agn«^. '• 
able than the horsepond. ] 

These terrible objurgations, and the propinquity of Ak ' 
endangered culprit himself, exercise a manifestly di ii 01 
certing influence upon Miss Ashtead: she 
entreats the farmer's attention to his breakfast ; si 
enforces the advantages of a seat with its back to^ 
the oaken press ; invites the farmer's special attention* 
a ham which she has omitted to place before him ; ' 
him to assist himself to a good*draJt of the " old Oci 
out of an empty jug ; and commits other extravaga»$i> 
incidental to a state of high nervous excitement. Ap 
farmer, contented with the strong expression of op lnwi l fc 
he has already given, and finding in the duly provuM 
ham and ale more substantial subjects for attention, takfll^ 
little further heed of his daughter's " flusteration," waM 
that young lady, favouring his fingers instead of his ct» 
with a cascade of hot tea, re-awakens in all its force haB 
notice of her demeanour. 

" Hi, lass ! hi, lass 1 what be thee doing now ?" 

"I>ear, dear/' said Lucy, "there's something in the 
teapot I didn't see." 

"Dang it," said the farmer, wringing his hands,**! 
felt, what be the matter, Lucy ?" 

Further inquiry is rendered needless by the tray taUe 
against which Wilmot has been leaning tilting over wiAf 
a loud crash. The farmer instantly starts up, and as 
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lasteotly reoogBmng the intruder, exclaims, as lie 
plunges madly towards him, " Ecod, that be what got in 
ibe teapot^ Lucy !" Wilmot dexterously widding a 
diair for m moiaaent, holds the assailant at bay, but is 
800Q obliged to capitulate, and the conqueror leading kis 
-pm&SLer by the ear into the middle of the apartment, 
asks, "Now th^i, Measter Wilmot, doesn't 'ee think 
thee'rt a pretfy rascal to come hanging about here, wh^i 
I toid 'ee I woulda't ha' another word to say to 'ee ? " 

" Yes, but I hare a word to say to you, Farmer 
Asbtead,'* said Wilmot, advancing boldly. 

"Stay where thee are, and keep awa* from this 
little switch, man!" The farmer elaborately places a 
duur for Wilmot at the spot he left him standing, forces 
him with a sudden jerk to be seated, until further orders, 
and fastening the door and wiodow to prevent escape, 
retams to the table and resumes break&st with greatly 
augmented energy and gusto. 

Thare can be no question that in a healthy human 
being of the male species, with digestive organs in a l\igh 
state of perfection, the morning air in a salubrious 
loesdity, acts with singularly bracing and invigorating 
^Esct ; and, probably at no period of the day is the well- 
TGgoisAed masculine appetite in finer condition for de- 
v^pment than at the agreeable hour of break&st. 
Wben we add to this, that Mr. Wilmot Tlowerdale's 
natural craving for food was in no way lessei^d by.in- 
digimtion, and that all the strong symptoms were now 
intensified and i^gravated by the exclusive and voracious 
onslaught of the farmer upon a most appetizing repast, 
we can easily econecture the involuntary abstinent being 
in a state of mmd, or rather body, that would have 
rendered "the cold clergyman" of the New Zealand 
dirine a welcome enfrement. It is, of course, impossible 
titat sndi a frightful condition of ravenous torture should 
eseape the sympathizing interposition of Lucy, who now 

o 2 • 
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timidly inquires, " Shall I ask Wilmot— Mr. Flowerdale, 
I mean, to take breakfast with ns, papa ?" 

"Noa, Noa!" replied her father, in high glee, "he 
doan*t eat, young gentleman there doan't, like us poor 
folk ! 'taint the fashion wi' them book-laming chaps ! 
Thee feeds on knowledge and po'try, doan't 'ee, Measter 
Wilmot ? Lord, thee must find it main filling, must 'ee ? 
Ha, ha!** The farmer laughs so boisterously here as to 
bring on a fit of coughing. Mr. Flowerdale's temper 
improves immediately : he believes the worthy gentleman 
to be choking. 

"And so 'ee wants to take my lassie away fix>m 
me, against my will, do 'ee ?" 

" No, sir, I don't," returned Wilmot, quite mollified 
by the purple fece of the farmer. " I should much rather 
have your consent than otherwise." 

" But, I won't gi' it— I tell 'ee I won't gi' it. What'U 
'ee do then ?" said Ashtead, striking the table violently. 

" Do, sir ?" coolly remarked the young gentleman, " I 
suppose we must do vdthout it." 

" Thee be a niceish one. Master Wilmot !" said i3xe 
farmer. " They be Lunnun manners, be they P Hark 'ee 
now ! my daughter's brought up to make an honest wife 
to a plain, straight-forward man, and I won't ha' any o' 
your stuck-up genuses that look down on us poor 
country folk, and yoursel's doan't know a fiirze-bush from 
a turnip-field. So go thy ways !" 

" And pray how much more do you know, if we come to 
that ?' * said Mowerdale, on whom the sight of the farmer's 
renewed operations at the breakfast-table began to tell 
unfavourably. " Do you think we geniuses, as you 
call us, are not much more likely, after studying the 
theory of agriculture, to make far better practical 
farmers than half you loutish ploughmen, who, if stuck 
up against your own five-barred gate, would be unable to 
define the primary formation of the ground you have all 
your lives been tilling ?" 
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Lucy is about to check this torrent of invective against 
her father, but is so astounded by the merrv pucker in 
the mouth, and sly twinkle of the eye of the farmer, that 
she hesitates, and Flowerdale goes on. " Is there one 
solitary improvement you have not obstinately resisted, 
and set your faces against, and only adopted after it 
has been hammered into your thick skulls for years ; and 
even now, there's scarcely a man in a hundred of you 
has any clear perception aoout the rotation of crops, sub- 
soiling, draimng, and chemical manure. I not know a 
turnip-field from a furze-bush indeed ! Why, I'll invest 
my five hundred in a bit of ground, and in a few years 
have as good a farm as any of you obstinate bigots who 
have spent thousands." 

" Thee must know a trick I don't to get a good farm 
wi' that, Measter Wnmot," said the farmer. "How- 
soever, I doan't want you to come sneaking to my house ! 
I've told 'ee I won't let my little girl go, and so it's no 
use to come about here on the sly, — that's not like a 
man!" 

" I shouldn't come on the sly. Master Ashtead, if you 
would hear reason," said Flowerdale, rising, and speaMng 
with great impetuosity ; " and now you've forced me to 
it, let me tell you it's not like a father for you to selfibhly 
attempt to mar your daughter's happiness, or coerce her 
affections!" 

liucy makes a vain attempt to jrestrain her indignant 
lover, whose blood is fairlv up now, strangely contrasting 
with the impertiurbable farmer, who quietly but signi- 
ficantly observes, " Mind the stick, lad — mind the 
stick !" 

"I don't care for fifty sticks, — ^yourself among them I 
I tell you, with all your iierceness, you've no right to 
thwart her inclinations, or compel her to remain single if 
she doesn't wish ; and, I tell you to your face. Oh, I 
don't care ! I tell you that, as I'm sure of Lucy's con- 
fidence and afiection, I'll marry her in spite of you ; 
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There, Parmer Ashtead, how dVe like thafc ? — marrj her 
in spite of you ! That's what 1 have to eay ! *' 

" Oh, praj don't quarrel !" interposes Lucy ; " Wilmofc 
— ^Mr. Mowerdale — go — go !'* 

The young gentleman himself appears to think iMm 
good advice, for he is making towards the door, a more- 
ment frustrated, however, by ihe enemy, who firmly 
plants his back against the mode of exit, and confronting 
Wihnot, flourishing his thick stick, the while says, " Noa, 
noa, mun, *ee doan't go now, I got summut to say." 

The undaunted suitor prepares for a scuffle as he 
defiantly replies, " Say what you please, sir, you know 
my mind.'* 

"Aye, but I be thinkin' 'ee doesn't know mine, 
Measter Wilmot," said the farmer, hurling the thick 
stick across the room, to the serious detriment of a chair 
back, encountered in its progress. 

" Gi' us thee hand, my lad — gi* us thee hand !" 

" Sir,** said Flowerdale, in a mixed sensation of 
astonishment and incredulity, but surrendering his hand 
nevertheless to the stiurdy grasp of the farmer ;— 

" I told 'ee, Master WSmot, I didn't ISce anybody 
sneaking about here and coming on the sly when I was 
over the farm. If a man's anything to say, I like him 
to hold up his head, and say it like a man : and bo, lad, 
the man as '11 say to me, right out to my face, and with a 
thick stick under his nose — ^the man as 11 say, * Dang it, 
I love your girl, she loves me, and, will 'ee nill *ee, I 'U 
marry her in spite o' ye ! ' Ecod, that be the man fcnr 
me ! And so thee hast five hundred pounds — I '11 double 
it. Thee shall buy the farm next mine — ^it's to be edid 
to-morrow. And, here, lassie,'* continued Lucy's father, 
drawing her with bashful hesitation towards Wilmot; yet 
not looking very sorry or sad ; and without any trace of 
a tear. Strange! Lucy accounted for this afterwards, 
by saying she was very happy at the prospect of becBg 
married to the man she loved, and therefore saw noticing 
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to cry about ! I have told you Miss Ashstead wat not 
filisbioQably and etiqueticaUy cultivated. 

There were tears in Mr. Wilmot Fbwerdale's ejes. 
Ih^t don't mistake, sentimental young ladies— these en- 
tirely originated in the excruciating agony inflicted by 
iSbt& ferocious but kindly intentioned grip of the honest 
fiinner s hand. " Thank you, my dear farmer, thank you. 
I i«ron't trouble you to shake hands again. You make 
»e the happiest fellow. With pleasure," said Mr. 
W ilmot, obeying with alacrity the first invitation to the 
breakfast table : his address v^^hereat was so remarkable 
Its to hold the farmer in speechless admiration. The 
worthy gentleman, it may be stated, had two canons of 
iudisputable faith in reference to a proposed son-in-law. 
The one was, that he should be of a resolute, iudependent 
spirit : and, the other, largely endowed with gastronomic 
powers. From the way in which he had been frequently 
bullied and bearded by his present guest, he had long 
had fe-vourable opinions of his first qualification, which 
had now, indeed, received full, though all unconscious 
confirmation ; and any doubts and misgivings he might 
have had on the second, were being rapidly dispelled by 
aix attack from his future son-in-law upon the ham 
he&re him, wbich would have struck terror into the 
boldest porker in the farm yard. The breakfast melted 
imder his vigorous assault like snow in sunshine, and 
the charm was complete. 

It is soon decided that "Wilmot's small legacy shall be 
immediately withdrawn from the bank in the county 
town, about fifteen miles distant, where it had been by his 
desire deposited, and the farmer agrees to accompany him 
for the purpose. The horses are saddled — the farmer is 
cracking his whip impatiently; and long he may have 
to wait, pending the " good bye " of Lucy and Wilmot : 
for, if the happy lover was aftectionate before breakfast, 
and under the ban of exclusion, how much morc devoted 
must be now be after a sumptuous meal and with the 
favourable turn in affairs. 
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" So good bye till night, Lucy — ^but you start." 

" Surely, that was Ealph Leslie passing the window in 
front," said Lucy in evident trepidation. 

" Ralph Leslie — ^your frowning suitor you told me of, 
whom your father doused in the pond. Ha! hal you 
don't suppose he wants another ducking ? Only your 
fancy, my dear: it was one of the labourers," said 
Wilmot, looking out. 

" Hi ! hi ! " cried the farmer impatiently, from outside. 
" Come, lad. Out wi' him. Turn him out, Lucy." 

"So once once more, farewell. I'm certain you're 
pale." 

" Oh no ! A pleasant journey, dear Wilmot ; " and 
springing lightly in the saddle, her betrothed rides oiF 
beside her father. 

It may be the reaction from her happy excitement, or 
the first parting from her affianced lover; but Lucy 
feels an oppression at her heart, and a vague apprehen- 
sion of evu as she exclaims, " I wish they had not gone 
to-day, and I am sorry Wilmot said Farewell ! " She 
starts, as again the shadow, she had before noticed passes 
between her and the light ; yet on lookiug out there is 
no one near, only there is a heavy stillness in the air, 
and a dark cloud is gathering over the road on which the 
travellers have sped. 



CHAPTEB THE SECOKI). 

** The most senseless and fit man for constable." 

Much ado about Nothing. 

" Why is a blacksmith like a ball-room beauty ? Give 
it up ? Ha ! ha ! Because he is always surrounded by 
the sparks ! " As we feel it necessary either to give up 
the author of this intolerable pun, or take the responsi- 
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bility ourself , we prefer the former alternative. The delin- 
quent in question then, is Mr. Richard Anvil, blacksmith 
and farrier, at the interesting and agreeable town from 
whence the owner of Briarly farm, and his future son- 
in-law are travelling. By dint of a few long, deliberated, 
impromptu jests, on suDJects chiefly selected from his 
own profession, and one or two bass songs vocalized as 
well as the " corrugated " nature of his throat will per- 
mit, Mr. Anvil has established something of a reputa- 
tion as a wit and singer at the " Leaping Bar," a popular 
&nners hostelry, immediately adjacent to his forge — 
a reputation greatly augmented amongst "his friends 
and the public generally " by ' a blunt, hearty, good 
nature and imperturbable cheerfulness and kindness, 
singularly, though not unfavourably contrasting with a 
heavy, loutish clumsiness, in high character and keeping 
with the honest blacksmith's professional pursuits. Been 
at a distance welding the malleable iron before him, his 
large coarse face grimly blackened, ever and anon sur- 
rounded by a halo of sparks emitted on each descent of his 
hammer, you would take him to be no inapt representa- 
tive of the fiend in Die Faustus, a dramatic comparison 
he may still farther strengthen presently, by suddenly 
droppmg his hamiher and running with a smiling coun- 
tenance to the assistance of a fallen child, whom he con- 
soles by a penny and the re-assuring intimation that the 
accident was " only a tumble." Such geniality being 
closely analogous to the department of stage fiends and 
ruffians who are kjiown in the green room to converse 
affiibly with the innocent victims of their brutality, in- 
quiring with much show of feeling, " how .they aU are at 
home ? " 

Mr. Anvil pauses in the melody he is now singing to 
an ohligato hammer accompaniment, as he espies in the 
distance an approaching horseman, whom the smoke of 
his forge at first prevents him from recognising. A 
second and nearer view is evidently more conclusive, for 
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the blaeksmith nods his head signifii^mtly, whisties, 
belabours his iron right heartily, and resumes his sons 
stopping to soliloquize in prose. '^ Hum ! what's Balj^ 
Leslie up to now, I wonder 1 " 

Balph Leslie was one of those young gentlemen who 
sometimes leap a very wide gap in their Hvbb with 
astonishing and inexphcable celerity. Only a few years 
since the only Ealph Leslie in T was a dirty, til- 
favoured, sharp and precocious errand boy, in the aerrice 
of the principal bookseller and newsrenier, an appoiiit- 
ment lost like some other far more raluable and im- 
portant posts, by a too strict censorship of the press. 
Always indicating a strong bias for the Newgate 
Calendar order of literature, Mr. Leslie had ultimately 
arrived at a feeling of great admiration for the (^iminal 
reports in the daily journals: and having thus contracted 
the habit of reading the newspapers prior to their 
delivery to the customers, complamts became so loud and 
general as to lead to the intellectual purveyor's summary 
ejection from office : a contingency so far from dismaying 
the expelled youth, that he rejoiced in it with great 
outward show of satisfaction and boasted of his retm^n in 
a few years to the town temporarily deprived of his 
agreeable society, a "better man than his master." 

To all appearance he was as good as his word. Four 
years had scarcely passed ere a spruce dandified young 
gentleman, well-mounted on a neat galloway, i^rotted into 
the town and presented to the astonished gaae of the 
quiet townspeople features strongly resembling those of 
the deposed news-boy. They were not long in douli^ 
Mr. Balph Leslie, in whom the scampish impertinence of 
boyhood had now "eventuated" into the blustOTing 
insolence of a " town-made young gentleman," osten- 
tatiously declared that he was a little different from 
what he was when old Folio the bookseller (since a 
bankrupt) kicked him out of his shop four years ago— 
that he*d done some good for himself in London since 
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^MSi, aiid meant to do more; that his name vos'nt 
'Johnny Baw" any longer: and in jspite of tlie 
jpposition of ^^old guts and gaiters," and even Miss 
MEodesty herself, he meant to marry the pretty heiress of 
B^riariy Farm, or know the reastm why ! 

Apparently his recent immersion in the farmer's 
kMomepond has done nothing towards his enlightenment 
in r«^rence to ** the reason why ;" for he mutters some 
mgue threats, y^its a determination to continue the 
ponnit, and then calls out in high ill humour as he 
amaroaehes the blacksmith's, ^^ Hallo, smut face !" 

Sut the gentleman thus stigmatized is in full rehearsal 
of tbe popular melody " nighfiy encored '' at the " Leap- 
ing Bar" concerts, therefore his reply to his visitor's 
p<mte salutation is in rhyme and A guUuraly — 

" Oh, a blacksmith's the man for the ladies, 
Better far than your bucks or your swells, 
His heart and his home are both light, 
And his tongue the best clapper iat belles." 

" Hi, blacksmith ! " shouted Leslie in most discordant 
chorus- The vocalist himself more musically con- 
tinues, — 

'' So I am a merry blackimith, 
My anvil cheerily rings 
Its pleasant sound the whole year round 
To me enchantment bringa," 

"Here you fool, Anvil," said Ealph, in a towering 

Cion, dismounting and confronting the singw, "precious 
music that an't it? " 
'^That's what they say at the ' Leaping Bar,' Master 
'Ledie— you'd like to hear the other verse I dare say, 
*(»i! a blacksmith.'" "Hold blockhead, I say," cried 
Ba^^ seising Bob. 

^Dou'^hold master, I say," rSeiorted Dick, whisking off 
Ui assailant as a horse would remove a fly from its e^n 
bf a gentle shake. 
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"Well, stop that hurly-burly while I'm here," said 
Leslie, plainly cowering, " and mend my horse's shoe.'* 
The blacksmith carelessly nods in obedience to this 
mandate ; indifferently apologizes for further delay by 
the necessity of striking the iron while it's hot, an 
operation he is a long tune about, in consideration of 
Mr. Leslie not deigning to smile at the joke. Having 
heated his customer and cooled his iron to a temperature 
agreeable to himself, Mr. Anvil now casts aside his 
hammer, elaborately wipes the perspiration from his face 
with the comer of his leather apron, deliberately raises 
every one of the horse's legs consecutively, arriving last 
at the one originally pointed out by the irritated rider, 
and then said, " Mend the mare's shoe, Mr. Leslie? " 

" Yes, you devil's deputy — and be quick about it too." 

"I wont," replied Dick, complacently tucking up his 
shirt sleeves. 

" What do you mean by that, you lazy scoundrel ?" 
demanded Leslie. 

" I don't know that I'm over above lazy, master, but I 
can't mend your mare's shoe," said the blackmith 
resuming his work with great equanimity. 

"Why not?" 

"Because there wants a new one," replied the 
grinning Dick. 

Leslie uttered an oath, and flourished his whip threat- 
eningly ; but as this only increased the blacksmith's 
merriment,, and Ealph had little desire to provoke a 
second personal rencontre, he merely desired the new 
shoe to be immediately supplied, which command Dick 
executed with extreme mock humility, and when com- 

Elete, observed that the new shoe fitted as neatly as a • 
idy's slipper : but Mr. Leslie is in no mood for com- 
pliments, and tossing the blacksmith his demand, mounts 
his horse and with ad ill-favoured frown departs. 
"Hum," soliloquised Dick before commencing his next 
stave. " Well, farriering an't so good a trade as it has 
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been, but it must be a mortal bad one to be worse than 
that of a would-and-can't-be gentleman !" 

But Mr. Anvil's song appears liable to considerable 
interruption this morning. A new visitor in the form of 
a tall, portly, quaint, shambling person approaches the 
Icnrge, and leaning against the door-sill suiently watches 
the unobservant blacksmith and listens to his vocaliza- 
tion : the effort appears*even too much for the en- 
durance of the new comer, for he stops Dick at the first 
break by exclaiming, "Ah! there you are. Master Black- 
Bmith, cheruping as gaily as usual, quite contented, 
you've no amoition." 

" What's that the French for ? " said Dick. 

" I don't know what it's the French for, or what is 
French for it," returned the constable, "but it's English 
for a great deal of folly and extravagance. I mean, Mas- 
ter Anvil, ^ou don't wish to make a noise in the world." 

" Don't 1 ? Just listen to my hammer,' ' said AnvH with 
an awful clatter. " I've ambition as you call it to make 
best horse-shoe in the county, and hear my anvil ringing 
as regularly as the church bells !" 

"Ah!" said the officer communicatively, "but you'll 
never be a great man without more ambition than that. 
Without ambition there could never have been a Julius 
Caesar, or Napoleon ; without ambition you would never 
have had me for a constable of this town." 

"Aye, aye, how was that, firiend Tickle?" said the 
sociable Dick good naturedly, assimiing interest in a 
recital he had heard fifby times before 

" Why you see, master Dick," continued Tickle, " when 
I first imbibed a thirst for the law I was sent to lawyer 
Docquet's ; and, curse me, if I quenched it there ! Old 
Docquet's confoundedly dry parchments and drier 
speeches would have made a salmon thirsty in its native 
element. That wasn't the sort of law to get a reputation 
ftt, neighbour Anvil! vulgar minds pay no respect to 
parchment and red tape ;. the law is never seen in all its 
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beautj except by takii^ % feUow into custodj^ so I 
became constable." 

" Well, and now you are coiurtabl© I suppose you're 
luippy,** said AnviL 

^ Happy!" exdsim«ed tiiat <^icial in bigb disgust at 
tbe bare idea. ^* Pooh ; I know tiie pmil^es of ambi- 
tion better than that I As you say, I am constable ; I 
wear the emblem of my dBicui dignity on my he«d ; hoik 
at present its empty, quite empty, nothing at ail in it." 

" What do you want, then ?" inquired the ^ilegmatiq 
Richard. 

" Want ?" cried his friend indignantly. " What does 
a king want, when he tries to get a territory that bdongs 
to somebody else ? I want a glorious murderer I I want 
an illustrious thief! The town, Master Anril, is dts* 
gustingly moral! The quietness and honesty of tl» 
people is absolutely disheartening! Was there ev«r 
anything so monstrous and ^xtraordisAry P There are 
three lawyers in the town, a3id thero is not a cxime a-week 
ocmamittedl" 

Dick really became interested h^ne,fbrhe felt this waa 
not keeping up the diaracter of ihe profession, so he 
sympathisLQgly said, '^ Dreadful hard, Maat^ Ccmstal^ ; 
too bad." 

'^ And when you do catch a fellow here," said the ill- 
starred aspirant for ccmstabukry fame, " what is he ? a 
contemptible poacher, or hedge-breaker, or only a common 
vagrant I There's no respe<Jability alawit his offiKice !" 

There was no gainsaying this ill-luck, so the blacksmith 
merely gave a sympathetic shrug as his &iend proceeded. 

" Whilst my fellow cleric, who, actuated by the same 
distinguished feeling as myself, became constabte at 
Thieves' Acre, has actually been favoured with two bur- 
glaries, three rick-burnings, and one unmitigated and 
imexceptionable murder, within the last fortnight I 
There's some scope for ganius there! That's getting 
some merit by the law." 
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Mr. Anvil opined there could'nt be the sbadow of a 
doabt about that. 

"There's nothing in Tom Grabail's eye, nothing at 
idl," said hia ex-fellow clerk, " for a felony case, and yet 
here he is cracked up by the County JExaniiner — County 
Q^immoner it ought to be — as * this eiq>ert and indefati- 
gable officer.' I wish I had the apprehending of the 
editor ; by George ! he should find me expert with him ! 
I've a devilish g(K>d mind to pitch my staff in your forge ! ' ' 

lliere is no doubt but that this threat, so £Eital to the 
peace and security of the locality, might have been 
jHPomptly executed but for the timely interposition of an 
incident which revived the drooping spirits of the de- 
sponding constable, and called him back to himself again. 
On casting his eye to the left of the blacksmith'* house, 
an amiable miscreant, in the form of a ragged urchin, 
oould plainly be perceived ascending the barred fence 
that protected a large orchard, and with a hooked stidk 
securing some of the fruit that hung conveniently and 
tanptingly in view. 

" Well done, my fine fellow," said the elated constable ; 
"I hope you'll properly improve your opportunities, 
Hiat'a the orchard of one of the justices, my dear friend. 
Try another apple, the farthest, that's your sort ; good 
flavour is'nt it? Am I wrong in thinking there's a 
glance of the respectable burglar and cultivated murderer 
in his appearance ? No ; my too warm imagination in- 
duces me to think better of him than he deserves, for 
there's a lady's shawl lying near, and he doesn't attempt 
to *fogle' it. Don't look round, my burglarious friend, 
it may stop your felonious career if you see me. Why, 
commit me, if the fellow is'nt going ''off with only a 
handful of apples. The contemptible sneak !" 

It is too true ; further ambush is not likely to develop 
any higher criminal powers on the part of the young 
tsuisgressor ; so the incensed constable quickly darts 
upon the culprit, and, being somewhere about three times 
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the size of his prisoner, apprehend ri him Tnthout 
ance, and returns with the blubbering i*ulprit 
secured by the collar, and terrified unspeakably W 
staff perpetually and even dangerously brandished tl 
face. 

The idle and happy crowd which th^ sight of aal 

never fails to assemble with magi if al celerity in a 

town, is soon collected, among whom the dusky figure of 
the good-tempered blacksmith is cotiapicuously obsc i ' ^ 

"Now then," said Tickle, holding out his viv 
arm's length, to the unfeigned admiration of hia ex* 
and curious auditory; " answer justice and th& excel 
villain ; what's your name ?" 

" Dick Snivel,'* said the culprit, bathed in tears* 
" Snivel," said the constable at^ruly ; *' Avbat 
mean by such a name as that? Why don't jou 
Turpin at once — Dick Turpin, tbat'e^ about the size of 
— or soon will be." 

There is a general laugh at thiti brilliant aalljr^ wlu^ 
Mr. Tickle, remembering the usual &oleiimities in U anT 
examinations, instantly suppresses, by crying,*'' S' 
order in the court ;" then addressing his pi-isoner, ;, .„.■., 
attention he first bespeaks by a vigorous ^bake. oon* 
tinues ; " On your oath, fellow, whut were you doing m 
the squire's orchard ?" 

» " Oh, master ! " ejaculated the blubbering youth ; 
'' don't hold me so tight — blessed ii' you won't choke oie/* 
" Answer the question, sirrah, or you'll be eominitleds*' 
said his interlocutor, recollecting auother legal amenity ;. 
" what were you doing ?" 

"I wom't — not — doin — ^nothing," replied SniveL 
" Wom't not doin nothin," returned the offieijil 

extreme disgust. " Fellow, have you no more n^pi 

for the English of your Queen thnn the n^iples of tbe 
squire. Then why weren't you doiii^ something, Doitig 
nothing ; then you could'nt be doiiig any good ; tk4$ 
amoimts to a confession of guilt, so come along.'* 
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I should be very willin' to work, master,'* said the 
bruggling criminal, " but it's so precious hard for a chap 

^te me to get — and " 

** Apples are so easy," retorted the constable ; " ha, 

You laugh at this as a joke, constable Tickle, but 'tis 
Tery deep truism, believe me. Work is made too hard 
pilfering too easy. The faintest reminiscence of 
•r, the sHghtest shade of crime, in the vulgar daily 
>urer, is too mercilessly probed by the magnifying 
ses of suspicion and distrust, and too frequently be- 
es the barrier for his entire exclusion from reputable 
bsistence ; while the golden fruit of costly crime and 
iplendid fraud^are within easy reach of the unscrupulous 
endthrift or the adroit swindler. 
It is not likely that our worthy friend, Dick Anvil, is 
ipressed with these recondite reflections, but he is a 
^It-hearted fellow, nevertheless, and now interposes to 
feet the liberation of the orchard-robber. " Come, 
oome, neighbour Tickle," he said, elbowing his way 
Arou^h the crowd ; '' let the poor young chap go this 
ae, ne won't do it again^ I'll be sworn, whatever it is." 
** In course I won't," whined the object of this solici- 
feude ; " I've told master constable I an't done nothin', 
d if he lets me go on'y this once, I won't — ^never do it 
•again." 

** Oh, you won't do it again, won't you," repeated the 
official, whose deportment pleasantly aLtemated between 
pompous digniiy and familiar interrogatory ; " won't do 
it again, eh ? very well then, my fine fellow, we'll just 
'take the liberty of punishing you this time, because you 
«ee you'U never give us another opportunity." 
"Oh ! pray, master, pray ! " cned Snivel. 
'"'Pray !" said Mr. Tickle ; " oh, ah ! a bird ofprei/, on 
the cagp ; make way there." And without more ado, 
officer and prisoner move on, but not far. A well-known 
oice salutes the ear, and never was stroke of paralysis 
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or coup de eoliel more sudden in its effect, than is tliis 
shock upon the terrified constable. Every swollen neire 
of blatant self conceit shrunk to the most weazen and 
shrivelled dimensions. Every vestige and semblance of 
the resolute and stem official vanished, as if by magic, 
and only the trembling, crest-fallen, craven, powerless, 
flabby husband remaining. And this marvellous trans- 
formation is effected merely hj the shrill, authoritative 
voice of a very little woman callmg, " Sam— -Sam Tickle — 
come vou home !" 

"My love," pleaded. the wretched man, "permit me 
humbly to suggest that I am the re-pre-sentative of the 
majesty of the law and — " 

"Majesty of fiddlestick!" said the lady. ** Why 
don't you get to honest work, and mend holes in your 
neighbours' clothes,'instead of prowling about endeavour- 
ing to pick holes in their characters P Now what has 
that boy done P" 

" I'm not aware. Mistress GRckle,'* said the constable, 
" that this interesting youth has succeeded in doing any- 
thing, yet, nevetthdess, he gives fair promise of sueoess 
in the minor departments of thieving." 

^ Let him go, then. You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself to take a baby like that into custody. Here, 
you wicked child, if you'll promise not to go thieving 
again, run to that shop at the comer of the row there, 
and tv^hen I get bftck 1*11 give you a slice of bread and 
ch6^e and a noggin of beer. Be off, you young vaga- 
bond." 

Mr. Tickle has expferi^ced t<>o much ill success in 
conjugal (X)ntests to hazard a battle on the present occa- 
sion. Indeed so rapid has b^n his retreat from the 
scene of action, that his wife, on looking romnd, is sur- 
prised to find the field entirisly clear, and the vanquished 
enemy discovered at some little distance, walking rapidly 
in company with a fellow constable and the blacksmith ; 
so, concluding there is business in h£md, th^ dame com- 
placently follows the limping Snivel to her shop. 
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The establisliment whereof Mrs.. Tickle was sole pro- 

■prietress and manager fell under the comprehensire title 

■ of being " in the general line," and how weU it deserved 

the name, an alluring juxtaposition of tape and treaele, 

^■tracts and tobacco, snuff, gingerbread, combs, coffee, 

||'T)eads,bread, muslins, mustard, hardware, and red her- 
" fingBy amply testified. It was the "on change" of all 

I' the petty money scriveners and social quidnunes of the 
Tillage. Any article within reasonable domestic demand 
could always be had at this universal emporimn ; there 
was no "round the corner" where half a crown or a 
sovereign could be so easily " broken" as at the dame's 
shop ; and it was the hallowed rendezvous for every scrap 
of "latest intelligence," home and foreign, from the ap- 
prehension of a burglar to the newest bulletin on the 
state of that " infant martyr," Mrs. Pipkins' last baby. 
Being evening now, and the hour of pleasant intellectual 
intercourse, the usual stream of gossipers have set in 
the direction of Mrs. Tickle's shop, and the tide- of 
scandal, detraction, and small talk, at its flood 

The " arrival and despatch " of the juvenile deliiMuent 
above-mentioned, who, having been breaded, cheesedj and 
tahle-beered, to an almost uncomfortable state of repletion, 
is sent on his way with two pence, and the awful moral 
picture of the gallows as his certain ultimatum after the 
very next offence — naturally forms the subject of uni- 
versal and animated discussion ; and Mrs. Tickle is eom- 
i^imented most enthusiasticalfy by the people deepest 
in her books, on the discretion, gallantry, and good feel- 
ing manifested on that particular occasion, a comphment 
which quickly expands, by the aid of the deep debtors 
aforesaid, into a universal chorus of j^probation on her 
general treatment of the animal man, even defiantly of 
the prestige of constabulary renown. The theme being 
exciting, and the " home-brewed^^ Mrs. Tickle most 
gWLciously hands her customers of mosb unquestionable 
extraction ; the group scarcely note the passing of time 

H 2 
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or the gathering shadows of evening, and the social 
meeting has lasted some threq or four hours since Mr. 
Tickle's sudden disappearance, when that functionary is 
descried making his way rapidly home, attended by a 
voluntary retinue of boys, who have no other instinct to 
guide them in their attendance than the awfully mys- 
terious prescience of boyhood, when a great and astound- 
ing revelation is coming. 

Certainly there is no anticipation of novelty among 
the assembled ladies, who endorse with a ready " Ah ! 
indeed!'* the speculative opinion of the most liberal 
patron of the beer. *' I wonder what he'll have to say 
for himself now!" 

They might have guessed Ipng before they would have 
imagined Mr. Tickle ever could have had to say for himseL 
what he does say, as, entering the shop in the full flusb 
and plume of his official existence, and no indication of 
the besnubbed husband, he says, with an authoritative 
wave of his staff— positively his constable's staff, and in 
his wife's face ! " Happy to see you, ladies, but you'd 
better go home ; it's against the vagrancy laws to be 
prowling about late. Don't compel me to take you all 
mto custody." The constable never indulges in jesting 
at home, so the party are driven to find a solution for 
this conduct in drunkenness or lunacy ; the latter be- 
comes the favourite theory as Mr. Tickle jumps on the 
counter, knocks over the scales heedlessly, and br^dish- 
ing the large cheese-knife, exclaims, " There never was 
a finer case ! It'U be the very making of me. I shall 
have a paragraph a week till the trial, and damme it 
they shan't put my name on the four sheet poster.*' 
Then conjecturing that this display of enthusiasm is 
evidently inconsistent with the event, adds pathetically, 
" Lord, Lord, who'd have thought it — such a man as 
him — what a world this is !" 

Here's a piece of good luck ! the constable has clearly- 
something wonderful to tell, and ^hateveir the Wie^ 
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nught have said amongBt themselves, they did not openly, 
according to established practice, assist in his Deing 
matrimonially bullied. Mere passive suavit}% however, 
clearly will not worm out the important secret, and 
active measures are adopted. Mrs. Tickle is the first 
charmer. "Dear me! what is it, Sam," (Mr. Tickle is 
silent,) " and what will you have for supper ? that mild 
bacon is in lovely cut, we'll have a rasher ; what did you 
say has happened, Tickled" The conjugal tenderness 
just now displayed in cutting the mild bacon is all too 
unreal for Mr. Tickle not to see its transparency, and 
feel his own power, so he half soliloquises — " It's no use 
telling anybody, they'll be sure to say it's a got up 
thing ; and hang me if I had to get it up with all the 
materials ad libitum, I could'nt have arranged anything 
so effective and striking. If I'd the field, and the 
horses, and the blood, and the money, and the body, and 
the murderer, to put as I pleased, I could'nt have made 
a finer murder out of it; no, nor any man I don't 
believe." 

There is no knowing how much longer the constable 
might have protracted the agonizing sufferings of the 
impatient throng if one of the company had not hit 
upon the happy idea of handing Mr. Tickle the jug of 
ale; a copious draft added to his previous excitement 
works him up to such a pitch as to render further sus- 
pense^ painful to him as his hearers : descending from 
the counter, and standing erect, he almost dumbfounders 
and petrifies the astounded villagers by exclaiming, 

" I'VB PaKMEB AsHTEAD in custody rOB THE MUEDEB 

OF Mb. "Wilmot Tloweedale, and it's a oleab 
case!" 
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OHAPTEB THE THIED. 

•* When pain and anguish wring the brow, 
A ministering angel thon ! *' 

Scott's Marmion. 

It was the painfdl duty of tke County Examiner to 
record in its next impression the particidars of one of 
the most inhuman murders that had disgraced the annids 
of crime for the last half century. A, crime, aggravated 
in the present instance by the penwtrator having 
hitherto maintained a bighly respectable position in 
socieiy, and removed from the temptations of poverty or 
cupidiiy. It appeared, from inquiries instituted on the 
spot, tnat Farmer Ashtead had induced a young gen- 
tleman, with whom he became acquainted, Mr. Wilmot 
Elowerdale, to withdraw from bis banker's hands, at T — , 
a considerable sum of money on the pretext of employing 
it in fistrming operations; the farmer volunteering on 
this particular day to accompany his Mend in obtaining 
the money. 

The bank where it was deposited is about fifbeen miles 
from Briarly Farm, taking the bridle road through the 
fdrest, and over the common to Crowborough, rather aptly 
localized as Orotohar, and in this direction the fanner and 
his unfortunate companion started on two of the £a.nn 
horses at an early hour in the morning. On arriving 
at their destination, the money was promptly obtain- 
ed, the farmer rather suspiciously insisting on the whole 
amount being received in gold. This done, the travellers 
prepared to return, but were delayed by a violent storm 
which soon passed, however, and Ashtead and his Mend 
set out for Briarly Farm. Nothing more was seen of 
either xuitil the Farmer's arrival at home, saturated with 
rain, some heavy showers having agaia fallen; and hold- 
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iag XQ fais haad the bag of gold whicb ke stated flawer- 
daJe, who was then putting up the hprsesj had giveu him 
•t the eBtrazHse to the farm, The ill-fated young man 
mot making his appearanee after coftsid^abli^ delay, Mw 
Ashtead, the farmer's daughter, who does ^ot appear 
' uaplieated in the gad traimetion, inBisted ob, a search 
bmg made, to which her &ther reluctantly assented, 
and it was then dijM5overed that jieither hor«e nor rider 
was to be found. One of our active local couatablee 
ehandng to be near at the time, instantly took the 
i£re»iion the horsemen were known to have traT^rsed, 
fl&d on anriving at a secluded part of the forest dis- 
GOTered po^ 7k>werdale's horse rastened to the stump of 
- a tree, near which there were evident marks of a severe 
struggle. Some portions of his dress were also dis^ 
eovear^ ; but no trace whatever of the body whidi it ig 
frepposed the murderer must have thrown into one of 
the numerous deep dykes or ditches with which the 
forest abounds. It is needless to say a most rigid search 
erf' the ground is in progress, but we have not yet beard 
ihe result. There is a cottage rented by a man named 
jlnvil, who keeps a forge in the town, about half a mile 
6om the spot where the murder waa committed, but the 
inmates are unable to give any ijiformation of thQ 
OGcurren^se. The accused's version of the affair i^ that 
oa Flowerdale and himself arriving at this particular 
spot, they were overtaken by a severe storm, and both 
dismounted in (wder to plaie their horses temporarily 
under shelter. While doing this, and the night being 
very dark, hia companion stumbled and uttered a faint 
cry ; he immediately went to hie assistance and took his 
hand, which he noticed felt very wet and trembled 
violently ; he observed also that his face, partially ob- 
scured by his riding cloak, looked very pale by the sudden 
flashes of lightmng— and his voice indicated great trepi- 
dation at the severity of the storm. They then, he 
asserts, resumed their jomney. He still persists in hi« 
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improbable story that the ill-fated gentleman never after- 
wards left his side, but accompanied him to the fismn- 
jrard, handing him the money, and saying he would follow 
in a few moments ; but the accused does not in any way 
attempt to account for the bag containing the gold and 
his own hands being besmeared with blood. We may 
add, that we are indebted for a portion of these lament- 
able but interesting details to a Mr. Salph Leslie, a 
gentleman we beliere formerly connected with the press, 
at one time resident in this locality, who happened to 

be at Gl- at the same time as the prisoner and the 

murdered man, and will, we are given to understand, be 
enabled to furnish very important evidence on the trial. 

Such is a general outline of the information it was the 
painful duty of the Cotmty Examiner to lay before its 
readers — and let us hope that the enormous sale achieved 
by the " murder edition," eflfected considerable assuage- 
ment of the editorial anguish. 

Most intense was the excitement in town as well as 
country. I know for myself that, being on a visit to 
London at the time, I had invitations to some very 
capital parties and pic-nics, merely on the strength of 
coming from the notoriously interesting locality. In 
one instance, I remember, this popularity nearly involved 
me in an uncomfortable scrape. My partner in a qua- 
drille was a young lady who had been deeply lamenting 
the misdirection of the powers of that " dear " - Mr. 
Dickens, in the production of such scenes and charac- 
iters as the Condemned CeU, Fagin, and Bill Sikes. 
The congeniality of the topic shortly led to the dis- 
closure of my geographical conversance with the* scene 
of the last new and fashionable murder. I don't care 
what the subject is, but if a man be well " posted up " 
in it, and has a pretty girl for an enthusiastic auditor, 
he is sure to speak impressively and fervently : and I can 
now clearly understand how it came to pass that when 
the gallant Irish officer to whom Miss Bloomley was 
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engi^ed to be shortly married, noted ns on the window- 
seat in the back drawing room together, he quite made 
up his mind that I had come there attempting to cut 
hun out, and had succeeded in the attempt. It is super- 
fluous to add that I was challenged to a duel : and Tf^en 
I explained that the theme of our endearing communion 
was murder and not matrimony, the captain was so over- 
joyed either at his own mistake or the development of this 
exquisite taste in his fitmcee, that he made me frequently 
visit him at his hotel, and has since done me the additional 
favour to borrow a few pounds in cash. 

Parmer Ashtead, after a preliminary examination, has 
been committed to the counfy j^ ; hi^ devoted daughter 
remaining by the kind interest of, the governor, who 
permits her at night a room in his own house, a voluntary 

Erisoner each day with him. Sadly and wearily the 
ours pass, xmtil worn down with watching and excite- 
ment, poor Lucy sleeps : slumbering for a while on the 
hard rude bench in the gloomy cell. 

The farmer's clear conscience stands him in good stead, 
and he bears up right manfully as yet — rather too de- 
fiantly and proudly, indeed: for he displays a blind 
contemptuous disregard of chances and probabilities, 
against which, even a good conscience is not always a 
successful antagonist. '' He is innocent, and his neigh- 
bours won't believe him guilty. He didn't commit the 
crime,* and therefore he can't be hanged for it."- All 
highly satisfectory reflections for the prisoner, doubtless, 
but poor materials for his counsel's orief! So, calmly 
and undauntedly watching his sleeping daughter, the 
farmer notices that her head lies low, and she is breathmg 
heavily. She dreams though, and light smiles, blended 
by frovms, play on her pallid face. Softly and gently as 
a young mother would tend her first-bom, his rough, 
rude hands change her posture; and at the slightljr- 
awakening movement, Lucy, whisperingly breathes her 
dream-thought. "How bright it is how beautiful the 
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stmshine ! Bear fatker ! dear Wilmot ! nay, do no^ 90 
for the money ! why must you go to-day ? To-mor«Mr, 
any other time-Hsee, a dark shaac^e ! some trouble will 
happen ! Don't leave me now, dear Wilm(^ ! " 

lliere is some new thought suggested by these words— 
some feurful imxiefy dawning in the fanner s mnd^ as 
he says, ^ The pocH* child be dreaming of her lost loy^r, 
sure enough ! " Lucy speito again. " Still the shadow ! 
deeper, heavier yet ! See how dark and threatening ! Fa- 
thei returned atone ! Where's Wilmot, my lover ? What 
have you done with him ? You're not hurt, lather ! yet 
see! Blood! The money — don't touch it I tliere's 
blood upon it ! Hide it — sink it — bury it ! There wi^ 
the temptation. Life for money I O father ! how could 
you— <5ould you — could you ? '* 

The brave old farmer is vanquished now. Boi^^ down 
to such an extremity of shame and humiliation, as would 
almost make his death-knell a welcome sound. Ho 
stands paralyzed by this new discovery of his daughter's 
belief in his guilt. He had never thought of this. If 
Flowerdale be actually murdered and the real culprit uor 
discovered, of what avail the farmer's formal acquittal by 
judge and jury P His sentence would be reaoroed in tl^ 
blasting of his daughter's love to hate, and himself 
doomed to drag on a cheerless, childless life, mocked by 
the semblance of aai affection, beneath which lay the 
cankering seeds of doubt and suspicion I The resolute, 
stalwart man of a moment since, lays his head in his 
hands, and sobs like a child. 

"Great God, she thinks 'twas I that did it!" he 
cries in agony. " That be the harden blow of any I J 
who so loved the girl, to go down to my grave wi' Lucy's 
curse upon my head, for being her lover's murd^r^ ! 
OGod! OGod!" 

He stops suddenly, for his agitation may arouse the 
sleeping girl> and he must gain some courage to meet her 
glance, with this terrible revelation now upon him. He 
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I, as Lucy utt«», tiiough Baore mdifltinetly, some 
jr sentences. " To kill him for the sake of the 
V ! See, upon your coat — your sleeve — ^your hand I 
I— his blood ! My heart's blood too ! for I will not 
long now! [Father^ ^twaa a wicked, cruel, cruel 

fanner rises imd paces his cell, as cold drops of 
agony stand upon his brow ; ho stops now beside 
^^ughter, thinking of that pure fount of truth and 
ion before him: and how bitW its draught will here- 
be. He is terrified by the faintest movement, as the 
stirs in her uneasy slumber, hoping she will not 
%i3^n yet, and in despairing accents exclaims, '' It be 
tt|aife than mortal man can bear, to hear her. Heaven 
jStows I be innocent ; but what good be that if Lucy 
'SUbiks me guilty ? Td best be hanged outright, at onee ! 
|l|hr heart be broken now. I'm as good as dead ! Lucy 
Ipphs iqK)n her poor old father as a murderer !" The un- 
/ old man sinks down in a paroxysm of desperate 
)ndency, while the heart-rending sobs of hopeless 
that will no longer be controlled burst forth 
itly. Lucy soon rises and is beside him. " What 
|#1im dear father ? Have you heard anything fresh — 
htm any one been here ?" 

'*!Noa, noa!" said the farmer, calming himself pre- 
siiityb' ; " Not since you bee a sleepin', lassie." 

** I must have slept a long time, and I've had a very 
■fenjige dream. !Fatner, why do you turn away ? Have 
m good heart ! AH may be well yet ; let us hope f<)r the 
best!" 

It seems hard to believe in the simulations of those up- 
turned loving eyes ; but the farmer sees only reproaches 
in the glistening tears that fill them. " Noa," he replied, 
SMmnmilly, " I be past hope now." 

^'Ikm't say that, dea^ fiather," said Lucy softly, and 
ift lier kneeling posture, at his feet, drawing herself 
ooarer towards him. " I cannot help these tears. I 
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dearly loyed poor Wilmot. I'm sorry if it distresses you 
to see me so, father ; but look, 'tis oyer. I'm not crying 
now." 

" Thee'rt yery kind, Lucy," be Mtered, moyed even 
more by bis daughter's soothing words than her uncon- 
scious accusation. " Thee'rt a faithful girl to me. I 
know you loved him, and he was as good a fellow as ever 
lived : and poor chap, whoever killed him, 'tis sure he*8 
gone to heaven. And I say if his voice could be heard 
calling down from above now, he'd say I didn't do it, for 
I loved him as much as ever you did, Lucy." 

" Fattier, dear father, why this Qffitation ?" said Lucy, 
astonished at her father's impetuosity. 

" As there's a God in heaven, I say, Lucy, I didn't do 
it, think as you will !" 

" Dear father, pray be calm !" 

" I know I came home with blood upon my hands ; I 
know the bag of money had blood upon it ; but I be as 
as innocent of the murder as you be, Lucy ! it be bad 
enough for poor "Wilmot to be gone and I accused ; but 
for my poor girl to think me guuiy, be the worst of all !'* 

" I, father ! 1 think vou giulty ?" 

" Aye, sure ;" said the farmer, trembling with anxiety 
at the sudden hope his daughter's mamier had awakened. 
" I heard thee talkin' in sleep just now, and saying it 
was I murdered the poor lad." 

"Father, dear father," returned Lucy, quickly rising 
and throwing her arms round his neck, " this trouble has 
crazed you ; I know there is some fearfid mystery, but 
all will be explained one day." 

" And dost really think, Lucy, in thy own heart, I be 
innocent of this crime P" said the old man almost beside 
himself with joy. 

" Innocent !" replied Lucy, lifting her head from his 
bosom to look him proudly in the face ; " why, of course 
you are, dear fftther, and you wiU be proved innocent 
too. You will! You will! as sure as there is justice 
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^SL truth above us. On my heart and soul, dear father, 
fii^lio ■will be guilty, I know, I'm sure, it is not you, 
<Jk! how could you, could you think so of me!" and 
«|Qi tears, but not of sorrow, she lay upon her happy 
wlier's heart. 

Blessed trials, happy adversities, that in this hard 
jiimoiiless world vouchsafe moments, though too ofben but 
nuoments, of such sweet soul-satisfying rapture. What a 
&3^n^ Hght is the worst calamity that has or can happen 
now, in presence of the radiant glory of this exhaustless 
u^l^lakeIl love! One fond heart's honest trustingness 
i^amst all men's contumely! for who will heed the 
hirshest verdict of the universal world, if he but reads 
acquittal in the loving eyes that are all the world to 
him. 

** Close to my heart, darling !" cried the farmer ; " close 
to thy poor father's heart ! They may hang me now — I 
shall die happy. I be made a man a^dn, and can meet 
fids misfortune wi' a stout heart ! Let them do their 
worst, I don't care a rap. Heaven bles^ thee, bless thee, 
Lucy!" and the cloud that a moment since hung over 
&&, gloomy prison house is passed; the on-coming sun- 
Sg^t dances fanciMLy and quaintly upon the father and 
daughter still held in loving embrace ; and there is sun- 
shine within and without. 

It is darkened presently ; Lucy not yet tuminff round, 
Bems conscious of a shadow, like the one observed on the 
eventful morning of her betrothal — ^the shadow is more 
real now. It takes the form of Mr. Ealph Leslie. " Good 
mormng," said that gentleman, nodding to the old man, 
and bowing respectfully to Lucy. " I am sorry to see you 
m this plight, farmer ; but I don't come to crow over you : 
it'snot in my nature to trample on a man when he's down;" 
saying which, Mr Leslie took an uninvited seat opposite 
to the farmer, and glances round with an air of condescend 
ing cheerfdhiess. The farmer's first thought is of the 
d\Mjk pond and riding whip mode of chastising this im- 
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pertinent intrusion ; but, in an instant, he becomes pain- 
fully aware of tbe absence of these yaluable CMreclaonal 
auxiKaries. He is restrained, moreover, in any active 
efforts by the iotei^sitian of Lucy, in whose hands he 
becomes as passive and subdued as a cub in the paws of 
a lioness ; so he contents himself by saying, " What dost 
want here wi* me^ Measter Leslie ? I suppose it be a 
part of my mii^ortcme that I rniet be caged like a wild 
beast to be stared at by enrery popinjay. God knows I 
be a bit tamer than when we hut met ; but thee'd best 
not venture too far beyond the Imkts, lad." 

" Come, come, Ashtead,'* said Leslie in a tone in- 
tended to be eonciliatory, but which still more exas- 
perated the fermer ; *' hemt me a mom^it with pattenee. 
I tell you I don't bear malice for the ducking you gave 
me the other day; in love and war we expect a few 
escapades. It has*nt influenced me in the iniormaticm I 
have felt myself under the necessity, the most unpleasant 
necessity, of giving to the authorities ; and I hope my 
evidence is'nt strong enough, Hot your sake." !&. Xeelie 
involuntarily stops and retreats here; for the &rmer 
has made an Unfavourable forward movement, and JjQej*$ 
powers of restraint become severely tried. 

" Be calm, dear father," she said ; " Mr, Ledie, unle^ 
you have anything very important to communicate now, 
will you defer it until another time ?" 

" If you will grant me your attention for a momegak^** 
replied Ealph, with a sinister smiie, ** I tidnk you wiB 
admit that my statement may be of some slight import- 
ance. I am sorry I appear to be misuaderSKwd, but I 
assure you I have come on a friendly errand — yes, farmer 
Ashtead, as your friend — or at least," said Leslie, bowing 
with great humility to Lucy, aad eren attempting to take 
her hand, " as the fi4end, u 1 may call myseu so, of your 
charming daughter." 

" Hands oS,masi, hxudm off!" said the old man fiercely ; 
" I tell 'ee we beaaft v«ty 8«fe to handle, and thee 
shouldst keep awa' out of reach, lad." 
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EvidentlY Mr, Leslie deems this good advice, for he 
improyes the interyemiig distance, puts on his hat, and 
prepares to leave, as he says, " Well, vrell, of course if 
you treat me in this way I have no alternative but to go ; 
yon may believe it or not^ but I came here to see § I 
could help you. Assistalioe may be useful; the police 
are on the track, and have' no doubt of soon findii]^ the 
body. The assises commence next week, and in a fbrt- 
nignt, if the evidence goes against you, you may be cast 
for death." 

''For death) astd in a fortnight?" shrieked Lucy; 
^ Oh, no, no, impossible, dear father!" for the &rmer, 
stunned by the sudden shock of this announcement, had 
sunk hopelessly on the prison bench, as he reflect^ on 
the perilous position in which he was placed. It is true, 
the evidence against him was purely circumstantial, and, 
at {H-esent, inconclusive ; but should a murder really have 
be^ committed, and the mysteiy remain unelucidated, 
he must in any case appear before his neighbours the 
m<»^ if not the legal, criminal. Lei^e is not slow to 
peroeire the impression he has made, and removing his 
walking-cane from making indentations in the white- 
washea wall^ gently touches Lucy with it, and beckons 
her aside. Taking advantage of h^ father's moody ab- 
straction, she obeys, and in a low tone asks ; " Tell me 
how can you help us, Mr. Leslie ?" 

" Well ; I could tell you of a way — a certain way," re- 
plied that gentleman, irresolutely, 

**Oh, do theii, sir-— do then, I implore you," urged 
hncy. ^ Be generoujs and forget what has passed^ and 
my me e^iaU be one prayer for your happiness." 

" H'm," replied fialph ; " I won't trouble jou for quite 
BO much devotion, Miss Ashtead — a very little praying 
I sstasfies me." 

** How can my father be saved ?" 

« How P— WeU^ by you." 

•*BymeP 
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" I am the chief witness for the prosecution ; without 
my evidence a conviction is impossible. You comprehend 
that?" 

"Tes, yes!— Goon!" 

** I can stop till' the trial comes on or not, just as the 
fancy takes me ! Perhaps I might take it in my head to 
sail for America to-morrow, and then, I reckon, the 
hangman would be baulked of a job he now considers 
pretty certain." 

" Stay one moment," said Lucy, rushing to her father, 
who had risen, and with a menacing gestere -ad^ 
" What do'st youngster here ? Doan't let the same iftiot 
cover us any longer, tell'ee !" 

" Don't be agitated, dear father," said Lucy, soothingly, 
'^ Mr. Leslie mts a message to me, and I really think 
means well to us. Let me speak to him a moment." 
The farmer's glowering ^yes show how much she asks ; 
but he would not now deny her much more, even were it 
to lay down his life for her sake. So Lucy returns to 
Leslie with a kindly welcoming smile^ willing to pi^ the 
presumed price he asks for the suppression of his testi- 
mony on the trial. 

Against the law ! decidedly in violation of the statutes 
in that case made and provided, — and Lucy, in attempting 
a condonation of a felony, is rendering herself liable to 
the same punishment as her &ther. xes ; against the;, 
public law, but not against the minor law of filial affection 
— of hopeful, guiltless — ^believing love. The " Newgate 
Calendar" is not catalogued in Miss Ashtead's well se- 
lected library ; but sjie has heard and read ci many in- 
stances of conviction and execution on circumstantial 
evidence, afterwards most lucidly disproved. Time has 
been the avenger of the victim's fame ; but how vain and 
impotent such restitution must ever be ! So reasons 
poor Lucy now ; her father must be proved innocoit 
when the truth is known ; but alas ! the truth may " 
known too late ! Therefore, hastening to Ealph, she sa; 
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think I understand, — you will require some money, of 

rse. I dare say any reasonable sum can be managed." 

" No, no, I don't want money, Miss Lucy," replied 

lie, contemptuously, " at least it. isn't all I want, I 

id make money fast enough. I've a patent way for 

;, — come, come, Lucy, you know what I mean— I 

it a pretty wife to cross the vater with me." 

"I had forgotten — ^yes, I understand you now." 

^And may I trust that you will consent to gratify my 

PS?" 

Impossible ! I cannot listen to you, sir, go ! " 
^I fear I shall be unable to repeat my offer," said 
\]ie, making for the door, " and must, therefore, take 
T answer as quite final." 

" Yet, stay," said Lucy, falteringly. She had remained 
^ flUtte cahn, hitherto, too profoundly anguished for tears ; 
il^^ now she can scarce withstand a sickening sense 
I jjrif horror, as the desperate thought seizes her, that her 
i#^^ftAher's rescue from a shameful and ignominious death, 
JdMOS in her own hands ! 

" Mr. Leslie — Ealph, have mercy !" pleaded the heart- 

MMticken girl, in tones of terrible despau*. " Tou cannot 

JflBl^ so cruel. I remember well to have seen a sweet, 

^Aiioate girl I think you loved — your sister, 5.alph ! 

UMkaik her what it is to love once, as we foolish girls only 

if jliii love : to be parted by some inexplicable calamity 

p^4h>ni the being who holds all our fond hearts have to 

^^e: to feel the wild, frantic hope of his ultimate 

^ ytmn , despite all contrarjr appearances, the onajright 

-^^— that makes a living light iii the mysterious dark- 

: our own constancy the only charm that yields some 

l^xmpses of a serener heaven in the barren wilderness : 

IBid then the remorse to feel that by acting traitorously 

ite love, we have quenched the holy light and banished 

Hba blissful spell for ever 1" 

«■*■ Mr. Leslie applies himself in silence to the wall perfo- 
ration, but there is small trace of the dawning of any 

I 
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better feeling in the nervous and impatient vacillations 
of Ids unhopeful face. Approaching him, and laying her 
hand timidly on his shoulder, resistog, however, Ralph's 
attempt to take her other hand, Lucy continues gently, 
" And besides, you would like, and, I am sure, can easily 
find some one who would really and trulv love you. You 
know, Eaiph, I cannot do that ; and what would b© all 
the money I could bring you (and you may have more 
joyfully without me), or the sense of some worthless 
triumph over a rival, in comparison with a weary life of 
indifference— even perhaps or aversion and contempt ?" 

" Must take the risk of that if we strike the bargain," 
said Leslie, coolly. " However, Miss Lucy, it seems no 
use our talking ; I'm sorry I can't alter my terms, and I 
certainly shan't offer them again. Besides, as I see some 
of the visiting magistrates are going round the prison, ife 
wouldn't be over prudent on either side for them to hear 
our conversation. Once more, your answer : stffy means 
yes— go means no." 

Lucy is bending over her father, apparently re-assuring 
him, but in reality to nerve herself for what she feels to 
be an inevitable sacrifice ; she has nearly succeeded, as 
her relentless wooer, laying one hand on the door, pauses 
for her answer ere he quits. One more look on the deso- 
late stricken form of her father— a last desperate glance 
at the pitiless face of Leslie, and she has consented to 
pay the fine he demands for her father's liberation. In 
fiendi^exultation at his triumph, Ealph darts towards 
Lucy^^ the farmer sternly confronts him: "Begone, 
I say — stand off! Doan't I tell 'ee, the girl be trembling 
as if a rattlesnake were drawing near her ! " 

" I've something to tell you, father," said Lucy im- 
ploringly. " Stay, Sir.Leslie — don't go, sir. There's my — 
I've made up my mind — there's my — hand." A trembling 
hand as a lady-love's consenting to wifely honours should 
be ; only it must be pleasanter when the soft tremulous- 
ness is less like the recoil jfrom a serpent's sting ! 
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f Mr. Leslie, who perhaps hoping greater success, yet 
"•baring worse, is satisAed with the measure he obtains, 
iKmtents himself with pressing the hand so soon with- 
jArawn ; while the farmer, too much astounded to interfere, 
toerely asks his daughter, " What be this, Lucy ? " 
■• " I — I — have promised to be Mr. Leslie's — ^Ralph's 
^Irife!" 

? "Ealph Leslie's wife?" 

: "Yes, yes; don't speak, dear father! I've given mj 
jWemn promise, I will not break it ; 'tis my own deli- 
berate act, my own free will; I do it cheerfully. I'm 
liappy — ^very, very happy ! " 

And Lucy weeps again on her father's breast ; but oh ! 
Aot the happy teajps of a few moments since. 

** True, farmer," said Leslie, with an affected cordiality 
tiiat sat worse on him than open defiance ; " your daughter 
■9^ length consents to reward my devotion; and as, of 
course, I can*fc have any hand in swearing away the life 
. of my intended father-in-law, so, thanks to Lucy, you 
joar consider yourself safe now ! What's that you say, 
fcnner?" 

But the farmer Has nol? spoken, though Mr. Leslie could, 
and indeed does swear, he heard in a low tone the words, 
^ I'm thinking your not very safe from a broken head, 
yxm precious scoundrel ! " 

Mj*. Ashtead, when he does break silence, says very 
quietly, " But will 'ee be kind to the lass, Measter Leslie, 
•li^lad?" 

The mysterious chorus again interposes, unhe«||Njo the 
irh, but the words are, "Why, I do believe that old 
vagabond means to sell his daughter to free himself." 

Mr. Leslie bows an acquiescence to the farmer's ques- 
tion, and again approaches Lucy. 

" Noa, noa," said her father, with a curious smile ; 
*' wait awhile ; she ben't yours yet. Look here, dost thee 
think 'twas I murdered the poor lad in cold blood ? " 

"What else can any one think?" remonstrated the 
^ i2 
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gentleman addressed, half apologetically. " He has dis- 
appeared ; was last seen with you ; the money was found 
in your possession; marks (h blood on your person! 
Who can doubt your being ^* 

" His miu'derer ?" pursued Ashtead still. 

" It's an awkward word, certainly," pleaded the future 
son-in-law, with a deprecatory shrug, " but, since you 
insist on plain language — ^well, yes — ^his murderer." 

" You believe this,*' continued the farmer, in the same 
quiet tone, " and thee'd help the old murderer to escape, 
and then marry his daughter ?" 

" Eather indiscreet on my part," saidEalph, carelessly; 
" but imprudence, you know, is common in love affiurs, 
and as I " 

But the farmer can rein in his indignation no longer, 
he advances with a menacing gesture to Leslie and shouts, 
" Gtet out at th* doOT. Get out at th' door, whilst 'ee can, 
lad, with a whole skin, or in Gk>d'B name JL'll commit a 
murder in right down earnest!" 

Lucy interposes. Mr. Leslie adopts so much of the 
suggestion as to place himself in prudent contiguity to 
the door ; he does not quite withdraw, however, while the 
exasperated speaker adds, " Walk out, man, o' thee own 
free will, and don't be kicked out !" 

The imseen chorus from without is to the effect, " It's 
all right — ^the old buck has a kick left in him after all." 

"But, dear father," said Lucy, "pray consider what 
perilyou are in." 

" W^y, lassie," he said, tenderly putting back her hair, 
to look more fuUy in her face ; " thee be thinkin' so much 
o' thee poor feather 'ee be forgottin' theeself. It be 
main better for the old man to die twenty times over, 
than let thee many a scoundrel that owns he 'd screen a 
murderer! But I'm no murderer, no robber either: 
and, may be, no one knows that hidf so well as young- 
ster there ; and 111 tell'ee what, if the jail doors wei» 
flung open this instant, and a whole troop of horses 
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waiting outside to help me to escape, I wouldn't do ifc 
with the brand of murderer upon my name! I've a 
clear conscience, and won't flee justice, nor fear it ! 
Wilt go, I say ? " exclaimed the farmer, as Leslie still 
lingered. 

" Of course," said Ealph ;" if I am to understand, 
your final answer is — *' 

" Daring 'ee to do your worst ! " and satisfied with this 
defiance, Mr. Leslie swings hastily round to make a 
rapid retreat, encountering, however, in so doing, a 
li€»vy shock from some advancing object, which has the 
effect of precipitating him at the rebound, some distance 
back into the prison room. The concussion appears to 
have in no way discomposed the serenity of the new- 
comer, who, advancing cordially but respectfully to the 
farmer and Lucy, discloses the smiling du^ face of Mr. 
Bichard Anvil. " Hope you don't &id yourself much 
the worse for this impleasantness," said the gentleman, 
the tones of whose voice convict him of being the recent 
choral performer. " Lor, Miss Lucy, you shouldn't make 
yourself so pale—you mustn't fancy everybody's lost 
that isn't found. Look at that barn-door fowl I lost last 
spring, for six weeks — a celebrated bird, I could have 
sworn to — ^had another stuffed for it, I found in a ditch ; 
and just as I got the dead hen home, finished, and glass- 
cased, in walks the original real bird alive ; and what's 
more remarkable, had never been dead at all." 

Mr. Anvil has delivered this highly encouraging 
anecdote to the accompaniment of a sidling or swaying 
movement of his body, and the backward and forward 
swinging of a heavy hammer he carries in his left hand. 
These oscillations being performed at the exact point of 
egress, necessarily intercept and defeat the oft-repeated 
attempts of Mr. Leslie at departure. Incensed beyond 
measure at this frustration of his purpose, he neverthe- 
less restrains himself from any passionate demonstration, 
ualil a smart rap on the knee with the blacksmith's 
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hammer goads him to exclaim savagely, "Curse yotr 
hammer. Do you mean to let me pass b^ore or a&ml 
knock you down, fellow P" 

" "Well, as knocking down, especially by you, would Im 
rather a noyel sensation, I think I'd prefer your begm* 
ning in that style if you please, master !" 

" Don't be a fool," said Leslie, evidently anxious to 
pass; "let me go by." 

"Bather in a hurry to be off to 'Merrikey, I suppose^ 
sir," said the immoveable Dick. 

"What d'ye mean?" demanded Leslie, the colow 
mounting in his face. 

" 'Twas*nt the key-hole business, mind,'* replied Di^« 
" the door was regularly open, and if I chanced to over- 
hear you and Miss Lucy whispering together, why yoa 
must remember you were so long talking, and this is • 
most uncommon fine room for sound." 

Mr. Leslie's mercantile position is changed ; he is nffw 
open to be the buyer as he would recently have been tka 
seller of subornation; being somewhat doubtful, how^ 
ever, pf the practicability of trafficking in condona^^ 
with the blacksmith, he thinks it best to feign a cheerM 
indifference to the whole proceedings j so seating himself 
on the bench, and taking a newspaper that happens to bt 
near, begs Mr. Anvil to excuse his sharing any part in 
the conversation j and when quite convenient and agree- 
able, to leave the mode of exit unobstructed. 

" WeU, Miss Ashtead," said Anvil, " has your father 
changed his mind about having a counsellor ?" 

"Noa noa," interposed the farmer instantly, "I doant 
want any one o'em. If the neighbours thini I did th§ 
murder, let 'em hang me. I ha* jogged on all my life 
upon the broad turnpike road and Tm not going to turn 
off now into any diriy bye ways o' a lawyer's trickery 
because I be afraid o meeting death on the highway." 
The firm tone in which this is said, and Lucy's moureful 
shake of the head, clearly indicate that on this point the 
farmer is most resolute and unbending. 
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"All very natiiral in you sir,'* said the blacksmith, 
" and not knowing but what you're quite right, I've been 
saying to my missus, — says I, — perhaps Mr. Ashtead 
would' nt so much object to me as his counsellor — because 
I'm not exactly in the profession — except by being rather 
grubby, and that comes by honest industry; which I 
believe is a different sort to lawyer's dirt." 

liucy smilingly tells him he has forgotten to enumerate 
in his unprctfessional and illegal qualities a rough face 
and a good heart, and she asks him in what he can serve 
them, if his advocacy be retained. 

" "Why you see, Miss — I don't know, you see, not bein' 
in the profession, but it strikes me I've happened to find 
out one or two little things that would come out pretty 
well in a speech, supposing I was an orator." 

Mr. Leslie makes a slight rustling movement with the 
newspaper, and to divert attention turns it, maintaining 
meanwhile a sharp look out for any relaxation of the 
blockade at the door. Mr. Anvil continues his recital, 
the farmer and his daughter breathlessly listening. 
" "Well, you see, me and my friend Tickle (that little 
Tartar at the general shop is his wife. Miss), we came up 
to the farm together soon after the murder — or at least 
— well, soon after the murder was noised about; and 
while the rest of the constables took one way thro' the 
forest, we — that is me and Tickle (Tartar's husbaud, 
Miss Lucy) took the other." 

Ralph Leslie is reading some passage in the news- 
paper of immense interest, for he changes colour, bites his 
lip, and breathes heavily, and still the same quick, un- 
easy look towards the impassable doorway. Lucy urges 
the blacksmith on — for Mr. Anvil, to give greater e&ct 
to his oratorical powers, has transferred the hammer to 
his left shoulder, thus leaving his right hand at liberty for 
graceful action. " I don't know if you've ever remarked 
it, Sir, in the farming business, but its an astonishing 
thing how keen an eye a man has for anything that 
belongs to his own profession. Ten to one now I might 
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have gone that path in the forest for twenty years, and if 
I hadn't been a farrier I should never have noticed this 
horse-shoe!'* Mr. Anvil draws from a pocket in his 
leathern apron the article in question and hands it with 
a clumsy politeness to Lucy and her father : who, how- 
ever, truth to tell, appear to be but little enlightened by 
the production of this professional implement. Mr. 
Leshe appears so heartily tired of the pseudo barrister's 
harangue, that he rises with a determined air and 
says, " Permit me to suggest, my good fellow, that aa 
you appear to have some private information to com- 
municate to your friends, it would be better for an un- 
interested person to retire: I'll trouble you to stand 
aside." Mr. Anvil, without deigning to reply, pleasantly, 
and apparently with great interest, contemplates a hand- 
some neckerchief decorating Mr. Leslie's throat. 

"By what right do you detain me here. Sirrah?" 
cried Ilalph, foamiug and trembling with rage, or what 
appeared like it. "You shall answer for this to the 
magistrates before you are one hour older." 

" Mean to answer with less than twenty minutes added 
to my age, master," said Anvil coolly. " Don't come too 
near this hammer," he added, "because you see, being used 
to striking anything that's hot, and you being rather up 
to a high temperature, it might drop on to you unawares. 

" Oh, pray, good friend," cried Lucy, whose endurance 
was sorely taxed by these interruptions, and the black- 
smith's deliberate manner." " Dear Mr. Anvil, what have 
you discovered ? Tell us at once all you know." 

"I'm afraid, Miss," he replied, "you must just let me 
go through my speech regularly, or I shall make a poor out 
of it. I'm coming to the quick part presently. "Well, 
as I said, having a professional eye, I detected this shoe 
three inches deep m the mud. Now, Squire Ashtead, 
you being a judge of horse-flesh, will know, that a shoe 
like that is a sort of curiosity, and once seen is'nt soon 
to be forgotten — don't you think so, Squire ?" 
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Squire ! No fine gentleman in the finest act of a noble 
life erer aclueved a finer deed than when Dick Anvil 
called Farmer Ashtead " Squire." Had theblacksmith met 
the farmer in the height and heyday of his fair fame, he 
would have curtly nodded may be, given him "G-ood day, 
neighbour Ashtead,'* and so passed on : exhibiting m 
his free and independent swagger, anything but a con- 
dition of deferential humili^ ; but now he almost 
clumsily overdoes his coiurtesies in his high, and delicate, 
and gentlemanly sensitiveness, lest any inadvertent lack 
of respect should incautiously pain his listeners, or be 
c<nxstrued into a belief of the farmer's euilt. K I am to 
make a random pick, for the softest^earted, cleanest- 
breasted, truest-gentleman, between an unsavoury iron- 
smith and a Belgravian, come to my arms thou knight of 
the smutty brow ! 

"As aforesaid, Squire Ashtead," continues our speci- 
men of nature's gentlemen, " this shoe I know well — this 
shoe I can swear to — this shoe was found near the-the- 
fatal spot — and this shoe I put on* the near fore-leg of 
Halph Leslie's mare." 

" Liar !" shouted its owner, starting up. 

** Now do be advised for your good,*' implored Mr. 
Anvil, "you're like a magnet to steel when you come 
near my hammer in that hot state ; if it does drop, it will 
crack your skull like a walnut." 

Salph Leslie looks almost careless if it did ! 

"Heaven's blessing on you," cried Lucy to Anvil. 
"So you prove my father as innocent in other's estimation, 
as he has always been in mine." 

"What good be that," said the farmer, more mindful 
as he had ever been of Lucy's grief than his own. 
"What good be that if poor lad be killed— yee can't 
bring the dead to life, I suppose, neighbour Anvil ? 

"No," said the blacksmith promptly, "I can't bring 
the (?^a^ to life, Sir." 

The visiting justices had now entei*ed the apartment 
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followed by Mr. Tickle, who exhibited his usual amoimi 
tf infleiibiltv and importauce when released from tto 
stringency of matrimonial law. He had indeed demsS 
lome extra dignity this morning from the fact of haYD^ 
been doseted for two hours with the magistrates wlii 
now accompanied him; detailing the nature of ^ 
proofs he had obtained in conjunction with our friei^ 
Dick, giving this new aud unexpected turn to the iur 
veatigation* Drawing a small paper from his pock^ 
which evidently contend some further clue, he whispdv 
ingly directed the magistrate's attention to some por* 
tion of Leslie's dress. 

" Certainly,'* said the stoutest and most pompous of 
the justices. " An important link, constable." 

"if found to correspond," suggested the short justice, 
a very short and stem gentleman, who committed otlw? 
people pretty frequently, but never committed himseH 

" An examination may be made at once," said the fiisl 
ma^strate. " It is my duty, Bandolph Lester — " 

"Salph Leslie," said the short justice, reading fromji 
paper. 

" Oh, indeed," replied his coadjutor, " but I never 
know names correctly until I see them in the depositions. 
It is my duty, Ealph Leslie — '' 

" I think I would say Mr., before committal, at all 
events," interposed the other magistrate. 

" Oh, by all means, no objection, I'm sure," replied 
his friend, rather irritably. "Mj duty is, Mr. Ralph 
Leslie, to inform you that certam circumstances have 
arisen in reference to the murder.!' 

" Had'nt you better say supposed or alleged murder," 
said the short justice again." 

" The supposed murder," said the large justice, angrily, 
aa if to intunate this was about the last interruption oB 
meant to stand, " in Crowborougli Forest, some circum- 
stances, I say, that will compel us to require your attend- 
ance in the justice r9om. Before doing so, I should 
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wkh to be fevoured by looking at the handkerchief round 
your neck, Mr. Lester, I mean Leslie.'' 

Balph Leslie instinctively grasps his cravat, almost 
coveriag it with his hand, dartmg meanwhile a fierce and 
defiant scowl at his interrogator ; he is clearly making a 
strong effort to repress the rapid and painful workings 
of bis face, and speak collectedly ; but at length he says, 
in a voice of hoarse tremulousness, " I don't know what 
false charge, g^itlemen, this fool of a constable, or this 
knave of a blacksmith, have been hatching between them, 
but as I am to be put on my defensive, I prefer to re- 
main BO until I appear in the proper place, and then I 
shall give what explanation / please, and you may make 
any search you please." 

" Besistance will only do you harm," said the pompous 
magislrate^ " and what you've said may be used againbt 
you." 

"No, no," interrupted the short justice, "you can't 
do that, you know, absurd; you never gave him the 
usual caution." The short justice takes a pinch of snuff 
complacently, as the other turns round evidently pre- 
pared for a smart rejoinder. Things look auspiciouslv 
tending towards a very pretty quarter sessions " scene,^' 
but the large magistrate, evidently reflecting on the un- 
seemliness of a squabble under present circumstances, 
merely says, authoritatively to Tickle, " Constable Tickle, 
see if the piece corresponds." 

Salph Leslie has turned moodily round after speaking, 
still keeping his hand on the fated handkerchief: he has 
no idea m what way, or only a faint one, that description 
of evidence can be used against him ; but he is resolutely 
bent on resistance ; and suddenly wheeling round, con- 
fronts the constable with such a terrific glance, that that 
fimctionary retreats instinctively towards the black- 
smith. 

" Officer, do your duty," said the tall justice. 

Thus urged, Mr. Tickle, in grep.t fright, makes a 
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plunge towards Leslie, and is met bj a staggerii^ blow ; 
the magistrates request the blacksmith to assist the 
officer, a command which Mr. Anvil promptly obeys ; and 
a fierce struggle ensues ; the cravat has become fixed in 
a firm knot, and as the efibrts of Leslie's assailants to 
loosen it only result in its being made tighter, and the 
pressure of their knuckles to his throat almost cause 
strangulation, the exhausted man cries out, " Stop, stop, 
for God's sake, I'm choking." Seeing further resistance 
useless, he at length surrenders the handkerchief, and a 
torn comer, exactly corresponding with the portion in 
the constable's possession, is, amidst univer^ excite- 
ment, discovered. 

"Highlv corroborative," said the spokesman justice; 
" this, with other circumstances, is almost conclusive." 

" Better not prejudge the case," suggested his brother 
justice. 

Prejudge, Sir," said the tall magistrate, fierce^; 
" these imwarrantable remarks must be explained fixppL 
the bench, sir. Balph Leslie, it is our duty to ori]^ 
your arrest on suspicion of having committed, or aidk^ 
abetted, encouraged, and comforted others in committnag 
tliis murder, or felonious assault with intent to do 
grievous bodily harm. An examination will take pla^ 
in court shortly. Farmer Ashtead, it is my more 
pleasing duty to inform ^ou that enough has traiispired 
m your exoneration to justify us in liberating you on 
your own recognizances to appear when called upon. 
I wish you a speedy restoration to your friends, and 
entire forgetfulness of your impleasant predicament. 
Good "day." 

"With this the stately magistrate walked out, followed 
by his far less august coadjutor, on whom the threat of 
public controversv on the judgment seat had its usaal 
overwhelming and extinguishing effect. 

Oh ! how welcome to the late captives, so unused to 
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captivity, is the glad freedom into which they now 
emerge ; with what invigorating perfume is every breath' 
of air laden that salutes the face of each ; how musical 
every warbling note resounding above them ; how richly 
is the enamelled landscape flooded with golden light, 
never, oh ! never, so radiantly beautiful, as when gazed 
upon by imprisoned eyes once more restored to liberty 
and home. Home ! dear old Briarly Farm, bursts upon the 
view of the former and Lucy ; yet is there a sadness at 
the heart of both amid all their joy at restoration, for tho 
fkte of Wihnot is stiU uncertain. Nearer and nearer 
still they approach the^ once happy homestead ; shouts of 
gladness from every labourer far and wide greet the 
farmer, and welcome him to his teeming lands again. 
Tears are in the farmer's eyes, and his burly frame is 
agitated like a child's ; but oh ! thrice blessed, purifying 
tears, that in the recognition of the unexpected and over- 
whelming enthusiasm of his peasantry and neighbours, 
break up the crust of a rather too exclusive home selfish- 
11688, and enlarge every avenue to his kindly heart. 
" Friends and neighbours," he cries ; " and my own dear 
fellows, I be'ant able to speak ; I be a big "blubbering 
fbol ; get awa' wi' ye all into house, and eat and drink 
yonr ffll, and God bless you, and wi* his help there is'nt 
a man or a lass of ye shall e'er want a home or a friend 
while Matthew Ashtead lives, and there's one brick on 
another at Briarly Farm." 

Lucy is moved, too, by the kindly sympathizing looks 
and greetings of all around, and gracefully and feelingly 
she acknowledges them. There is a strange glance from 
the men, and a sly look in each girl's eye, she doesn't 
ginte comprehend, but they must have heard the story of 
^ brief sad love episode, and must be curious to see its 
effect on her. The farm house is reached now, and from 
the carriage in which they have travelled, Lucy steps 
under the well-known portal, still heart-sick and oppressed 
with some sense of a shadow darkening the threshold. It 
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looks, at first, like the shade she noticed on the hapless 
morning of her lover's parting, and she stands tor a 
moment trembling at the recollection. A radiant gleam 
of sunlight bursts forth, and the shadow takes a form 
that causes her to start with a sudden err — cme step 
farther, and the shade is passed, and haloed by the un- 
dimmed and brilliant sunshine — Lucy Halls on a manly 
breast, and is folded to her lover's heart. 

"Dead! not a bit of it, my darling," said Wihnot, 
"nor much hurt either; worth a whole churchyard of 
dead lovers. Tell you all about it ? — ^that's what your 
pretty inquisitive eyes mean, I know. The story is a 
rather long one, and must be told some other time. 1*11 
just give you the heads, which I dare say will only in- 
croase the mystery and confusion; but not a solitary 
word more until you stop crying." 

** Oh ! Wilmot — dear Wilmot, I'm so very, very 
happy ; are you sure you are not hurt ? You look pale, 
and your arm is bound." 

" Consequently very inconvenient for me to be j^er- 
petually drying your eyes. "Well, its supposed that 
Kalph Leslie chanced to be at the farm the morning we 
went away, your impression to that effect being correct, 
Lucy (beg pardon for contradicting you, ef eeterd), that 
he chanced to look in at the gratifying moment when I 
was having a kiss ; remember that incident, my dear ?" 

" Go on," said Lucy, smiling and blushing; her lover 
IB drying her tears now faster than with her handker- 
chief: 

" Some devil's prompting induces Leslie to fdlow ns 

to Q ; there he became acquainted, at the inn where 

we dtued, with our business ; and the fiendish idea seems 
to have possessed him to get quit of a rival, by stabbing 
me, and revenge himself on your father for nis recent 
ducking, by shifting the criminality to his shoulders j I 
mippos© he thought they were broad enough, yon spee, 
Lucy." 
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"Then who returned home with papaf* inquired 
Lucj. 

"Leslie, of course," said Wibnot. "He must hare 
followed us, unnoticed, to the dark and lonely part of the 
forest, where we dismounted to shelter the horses, and 
discover our lost path. Tour rejected favours me with 
a blow in the arm, from some sharp instrument, politely 
intended for my ribs, no doubt, and which left mo quite 
insensible; assumes my cloak, and substitutes himself 
for me as your father's companion, home j the rest you 
know." 

"And you P" 

" Recovered after a while ; and seeing a light at no 
great distance, managed to crawl to it. It proved to be 
Dick Anvil's cottage, and the old blacksmith, with his 
wife, have proved regular trumps, I can tell you. Wildly 
improbable as the supposition would seem, imder any 
other circumstances, the case at first looked a little ugly 
against your father ; so all parties conniving, it was re- 
solved that I should be boxed up quietly, while Anvil 
set to work ferreting out the mystery. Amen. Now 
for the ftm." 

Mr. Wilmot has been frequently interrupted in the 
preceding rapid narrative, by the loud shouts of the gay 
group in the farm yard, and the oft-repeated objurgations 
of the farmer, addressed to himself and Lucy, to join 
the sport. Einding their privacy invaded by a troop of 
rustic ambassadors despatched with peremptory orders 
from the farmer, they return with the messengers, and 
are received with a tempest of enthusiasm, otherwise 
described as a " hurricane of applause." 

The scene of the hurricane is wild and boisterous 
enough; immense ale barrels have been rolled on the 
spot, few know from where, and nobody knows how. 
ooHda of great variety, but in greater profusion, have 
been procured with a celerity absolutely fabulous to the 
man who does'nt know the resources of a provincial 
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larder, comparatively with a metropolitan '*' meat safe," 
and the whole farm-yard (as you will learn on the testi- 
mony of Mrs. Quench, the Particidar Baptists* very par- 
ticufar lady) a deplorahle exhibition of unbridled hcense 
and profligate hilarity. Even Mrs. Tickle forgets to 
repress the tipsy exuberance of the constable, who con- 
soles himself for the release of the farmer, it is but fair 
to say most cheerfully, by taking his ale instead of tlie 
proprietor into custody. Dick Anvil and his wife are 
cheered and applauded on all hands, with swimming eyes 
by Lucy, who, hanging on her lover's arm, says, " I reallj 
don't know how to properly thank youi, Richard." 

" But I do," says Wilmot, lauglung; "by a thumping 
good kiss, of course;" a suggestion which, instantlv 
acted upon, overwhelms the blushing blacksmith with 
confusion for having " blacked " Miss Lucy in the affec- 
tionately administered embrace. 

So the plashing tide of jollity and pleasure receding 
for a whue, leaves the happy lovers standing for a 
moment on the firm high rock of their mutual dear love. 

" See, Lucy, darling," cried "Wilmot ; " the sun is 
shining as brightly now as the other morning when you 
tried to turn me out without my breakfast."^ 

" Tes, indeed," dear "Wilmot, said Lucy, with glisten- 
ing eyes, "the shade has passed, the happy sunshine 
again returned." 

"Therefore may we leani, dear Lucy," he replied; 
" that as our life is like the world's course, and passes 
half in sunlight, half in shadows, so may we bear bravely 
up imder the darkness of adversity, hopeful of the sun- 
shine that will foUow the shade ! " 



" Let us have the best, sir ; the very best," exclaims a 
handsome young feUow to Mr, Dove. " I shall give you 
the gloves, Lucy. "No harm in a gentleman presenting 
gloves to a lady, especially his intended wife, I hope,'* 
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No; he thinks it no harm, hut the worst of it is, 
Tjucj thinks it no harm either ; she thinks it no harm 
that her future hushand should attend her, if he pleases, 
in her visits, and the shopping needful for her hridal 
ardrobe ; she is'nt in the least scrupulous about people 
knowing she is to be married in a few days, and would 
jxist as soon walk out with her affianced bridegroom as any- 
body else — sooner, considerably. And they do not take the 
slightest precaution to coiiceal that they are very much 
attached to each other. People are somehow so odd, so 
positively odd in the country — really quite — very — ^yes, 
quite so ! 

" Six pairs left,** said Mr. Dove; "better let me say 
the remainder, sir ?" 

" Don't suppose I want half-a-dozen wives," remon- 
strated Mr. Elowerdale. 

" No, sir, but you may be so happy with your first 
wife as to wish to marry her over again every anniversary 
of your weddiQg day.'* 

Young ladies, I think you are beginning to like Mr. 
Dove ? 



K 
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"Wbere yet was erer ^^mid a mother, 
Would give W booby* for taxother." 

« 

Sjr^dles I take to be a capital fellow. Bat possibly 
my A^at Mend (I beg respectfully thus to indicate the 
present bookbolder), this adjectiye being somewhat 
ampl£led (^late» you and Imay differ as to our respectiye 
notaons of <n^itai fellows. You may haye founded your 
hetm Heat of the chftract^ upon a tail, well-looldng, 
roQicldBg bk^, long yersed and critically accurate in 
Bpiti%d<ms compounds a&d fumigating plaa1» ! of shoulder 
smj^^ cash borrowing propenidties, and who in 
pleasfant lyric measure ^fines the lo^^t efforts of 
huBooik wisdom and the triumph of hygenic science as 
being to drive away dull care. 

Admitting the fascinations of this alcoholic geniality, I 
am &ee to confess that mv capital fellow must be con«> 
sidered to be founded on a different model. 

Mjr. Arthur Kreddles was a gentleman whom no blind- 
ness of fri^idt^ip could haye conyerted into tall, well- 
foimed, and black-hMred. , Presuming him (which I yery 
miach doubt) to haye ever had an enemy, the force ot 
d0trac1^<»i nnght have outlined him as short; podgy, and 



♦ <2i«w«— baby. 
k2 
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red haired, without any extreme divergence from the 
facts. 

Overlooking, as any one ahove five feet ten might 
easily do, these trifling personalities ; the capital quali- 
fications were easily discernible. A capital house, a 
capital wife, a capital baby, with the Capital to condition 
them in elegant comfort, united to the temperament of a 
jovial, kind-hearted, friendly disposed gentleman, are, if 
you please, my tintings to throw forward on the canvas 
a capital fellow. 

By what lucky accident I made the acquaintance of 
my friend Kreddles may come out by and bye; enough to 
say now that Larkspur Villa was always open house to 
me, and after banking hours I invariably poc^ted the 
newspaper, strolled up the hill k> the Yilla; and rambling 
through the beautiful groimds in summer, or sitting over 
the fire in winter, myself and friends passed many agree- 
able evenings. 

At these times out came the newspaper and the 
newest politics, small talk and scandal revivified the 
waning conversation. It so chaAced that about this 
juncture politics were becoming rather dull, small talk 
"small by degrees and beautiSilly less," and scandal 
deprived of the marque piquant which is alone its passport 
into polite society. 

Bewailing one day the barren unprofitableness of the 
ordinajy newspaper ground, we suddenly opened up a 
new vein of interest in the advertising department. We 
made quite a little comedy out of the public but mystical 
communications with " Charles " alternately coaxing, 
imploring, wheedling, and threatening; wondered if 
"Eliza." had closed with the handsome offer of her 
friends, proposing to forget eveiything she wished for- 
gotten, and guarantee the truant her own way under any 
contingency and in every case, always for evermore, 
Pelt quite sure that Julia who requested Fred to write 
as before, but on no account to speak if he met her in 
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the street, was a romantic " little silly,'* and in fact made 
out a graphiology for "the second column " advertisers, 
which they woiud have been heartily welcome to for half 
the usual fee of a shilling, even without a lock of their 
hair ; and would no doubt have been quite as accurate as 
the information obtained at the more expensive figure. 

Then we sympathized with the unlucky tailor who had 
to our certain knowledge advertized his piano daily for 
the last twelvemonths and didn't appear to have found a 
customer yet; we were unaware then that various comes- 
tible tradesmen in London always have a piano to sell a 
decided bargain, and are good customers to the manu- 
facturers of those delightful instruments. Turning to 
another column we regretted to find that the moment a 
horse or a servant had attained to the highest decree of 
excellence, the proprietors always seemed to discover 
tbey had "no further use" for either. What is the 
good of improving or sublimating the world, if it is found 
tiiere is " no fiuther use " for man or beast in an 
" ameliorated *' condition. True enough, it is possible to 
reach the useless point in cultivation and accomplish- 
ment! 

By fer the most popular column with us, however, 
was that containing the speculative advertisements, " To 
Capa-TALIsts," " Faetneeship," and the like ; wherein 
we found that some disinterested creature was anxious to 
confer a fortune of " Ten thousand per annmn and no 
risk," for the trifling outlay of fifty pounds ; that a 
gentleman had recently succeeded in perfecting an 
invention of a nature to create an instantaneous and 
overwhelming demand for the entire assignment of the 
patent, for which large sums had been offered the in- 
ventor, but he couldn't think of parting with such a 
certain source of immense income, and therefore offers a 
nineteenth and a half thirty-first and three quarters for 
a merely nominal consideration, under peculiar cir- 
cumstances, and to complete a government contract, &c. 
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I had noticed my friend Kreddles more than, usually 
attentive during my reading of these veracious announce- 
ments ; and one evening, on makin? my usual move for 
departure, he gave me an intelligible wink to remain 
until after his wife had vanished with the chamber 
candlestick. We were soon alone, and Kreddles, shufBing 
in his seat, at length unbuttoned his waistcoat, and driving 
his hands into the tops of his trowserst, stn^ck at once 
into the theme of his co^tations. 

" Of course the majority are absurd schemes, but it 
strike me a good thing might be picked up, some time or 
other,'* he said. 

I (tid^nt quite understand what he meant and told hiTn 
so. 

" Turn up knaves oftener than anything elscx I iire 
say,'* soliloquized my friend unheeding me, " but I cant 
help thinking if you go carefully through the paok you*H 
come to the trump card at last. Just read thaii sskg^ain^^' 
he said, turning to me. 

" Bead what again f " 

" That IfeUow's advertisment— the invention — Ij. I^ or 
some such letters." 

" L.y. ; here we have it. 

*^ To Small CapitalislB.— ^ odrtam fbttmne for a f^w kim^podl 
pounds. Any gentkoaan advanoing the adTertiser from ene W im<9 
hundred poun£, may have the haXf share of the most yaluable an^d 
extraordinary invention of the age, which only requires to be 
known to be in instant demand by every family in the civilized 
world. This novel and beautiful inven^n combines domestitt 
economy and social happmeas wilh the {ffomotioa of at, ^elightfi^l 
art. The pro&ts incalculable. Direct with real name and addr9$% 
L. Y., General Post Office, St, MarfciA's-le-Grand» London." » 

"No harm in just making an inquiry,*' said Mp. 
Kreddles." 



* Ab actual copy of an adreriisemeat ia th« Tisiei ftboui Jbor 
ears since^ and I ^Mty here add that the pinlncipa^. ind^ei^^ ii% ^^. 
ttle sketch are derived subatantism^ fy om fa<?ta. — Author^ W, Q. 
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" Ucme ai aU/' I asserted. 

" Well, I was thinking if you don't mind, Phil — *' 

" Pare say I shan't — go on." 

But it is needless to give in extemo a conversation the 
force and hrilliancy whereof may be inferred from the 
foregoing specimen. Suffice it, in a condensed paragraph^ 
to say that in the hasty preceding sketch I have given 
of my friend Kreddles, certain sqft tintings must by no 
meaos be omitted. Shrewd in the main, he was on some 
points childishly credulous, and above ^ a firm sharer in 
a very common faith that some reliance might be placed 
eveoi upon the most vague and inflated promises. L. Y.'s 
tempting bait acting upon a pre-dis^osed temperament 
did the restj and he resolved as he said, " to have a fling 
a^ the affair." To make inquiries and enter on a cor- 
respond^iGe himself was, however, undesirable, as this 
would have involved a business partnership with Mrs. 
Kreddlesit a lady to whom her husband was most dotingly 
attached; and who, combining the pleasant habit of 
guperviring all his correspondence with an intense horror 
of auything in the form of a speculation, thus became an 
impossible ally. Kreddles' petition to me was that I 
wcmld undertake the preliminary steps — ^write for in- 
formation, and as I chanced to nave business- in town 
in a day or two, arrange for an interview with the adver-f 
tiser. 

These mere inquiries " in the first instance " would be 
as dull and common place as the introduction to a 
Christmas pantomime; so clear the stage and let the 
transformationa take place : presto vanish " L. Y.," Post 
Office, London, appear Valentine Spatchcock, 9 J, Crow 
Court, Mutton Lane, Safiron Hill, two pair front, and 
please to pull the middle bell. This latter direction was 
given me on arriving at L. T.'s residence by a young 
iady witii hair profusely powdered with soot, short dress 
trilKOQed with cinders, open (heel) work stocking, and 
shoes worn decidedly down behind. Having delivered 
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these instructions the lady descended (apparently through 
a stage trap): thus preventing my respectfiilly pointing 
out that it was an essential condition in any gentleman's 
ringing a beU to have a bell to ring; and neither the 
middle or any other handle fulfilling this acoustic pro- 
perty, I was compelled by necessity to ascend the stairs 
and by my usual iU Iuck to kick over a paU and at a 
child, completing my evolutions by plunging through a 
door, which at once brought me into the august presence 
of Mr. Valentine Spatchcock. 

It was a terribly dingy room, and my correspondent 
Bat at a deeply-soiled and worn-green baize desk, sur- 
rounded by a heterogeneous mass of papers, looking as 
people generally do who wish to be found pretematurally 
busy, and as if it would be rather an impertinent intru- 
sion than otherwise to interrupt them by begging their 
acceptance of a fifty poimd note. He appeared stale, 
temporally speaking, and I thought fresh, spiritually con- 
sidered; anyway he was a total abstainer, on sanitary 
grounds, and I felt convinced must have muddled his 
mind so completely with " patents" and " registrations," 
and the like, as to labour under the hallucination that 
washing his face and hands was a registered operation, 
and the patent had not expired. A mistaken impression 
I conceived he extended also to hair-brushes and clean 
linen. 

Mr. Spatchcock, begging to be excused imtil he had 
finished the concoction of a very important communica- 
tion, which, as far as I could see, consisted in writing 
nothing with a dry pen upon some ink-bedabbled blotting 
paper, motioned me to a seat, a courtesy whereof I did 
not immediately avail myself, from a feeling of commise- 
ration for the evidently feeble and rheumatic condition 
of that article of furniture. Being the only seat unoccu- 
►ied, however (Mr. Spatchcock had the other), I sat 
[own presently, and contemplated the inventor — a little 
wiry, sharp-eyed personage, whose hair seemed rather to 
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have kroken out on different portions of his face than 
to have regularly grown anywhere, except that on the 
"imperial" part of his chin there was a rather larger hir- 
sute excrescence than elsewhere. 

Ahrief episodical reference heing made to our foregone 
correspondence, Mr. Spatchcock concluded his urgent 
letter, which, however, he forgot to send to anybody, and 
laying on the desk before him a selection from the papers 
by his side, turned with a whole catechism of questions 
written in his face, to me. 

" Pray, sir, are you a married man ?" 

I lamented I had not that distinguished privilege. 
(Oh ! Jane, whv weren't you by to hear what emphasis I 
threw into the lamentation ?) 

" Then, sir, under those melancholy circumstances — 
but, by-the-bye, if a fair question, may I ^esk your age r"' 

I mentioned it. 

" And in receipt of a moderate income, no doubt ?" 

" Tolerably so." 

" Well, now, sir," continued Mr. Spatchcock, rum- 
maging out a paper which he produced, " I have here the 
Eegistrar General* s Report — ah ! no ! oh, yes. Here 
we have it, * Statistics of Marriages' — ^age 20 to 30. 
'Now, considering your age and position in life, sir, there 
is a fraction above eighty-nine and three-quarters per 
cent, against your remaining single. You ought to 
marry." 

(Hear that, Jane !) 

" It strikes me," resumed Mr. Spatchcock, throwing 
down the paper with a determined air, " I have an 
invention that would remedy this anomalous state of 
things, and increase the consumption of marrying women. 
Then, sir, being an unmarried man, you will scarcely 
have had much experience in the care and management 
of infants?" 

I admitted that on the subject of babies I was open 
to considerable enlightenment. 
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'* But are probftbly auffidently acqoaiixted wiib ii^&a- 
tile natural history to be aware that ms^j babies are ad- 
dicted to the practice of crying, squalling, ehuckjiing, 
gurgling, shrieking, and indulging in other irritating or 
offensive noisea ?'* 

I replied that I certainly was informed of the faa^ 
nating accomplishments in question ; in fact the appalling 
contingency of having a " screamer" every night ha3 
been the beacon-warning held out to me by easy-going 
old bachelors against the vortex of matrimony. 

" And pray, sir," continued Mr. Spatchcodt, pursing 
up his eye-brows and putting his pen to the comer of 
his mouth, aa though coming to a poser now, ^' do you 
know «?% the child cries ?" 

I am afrfdd I murmured something about ita being 
actuated by stomachic influences, or not being able to 
help it. 

" Yes, sir, it can help it, and it would help it," relied 
the advertiser, emphatically, " if its tastes, feelings, sym- 
pathies, and faculties were properly comprehended and 
gratified. Men and women are children of a largeir 
growth, the child is father of the man, and by a paril^ of 
reasoning we must jpossess in infancy an instalment oi 
the very same faculties and sensations developed in nub 
turer years. Is not this dear to you, sir ?" 

I assented to the lucidity of the premises. 

" Child hungry, feed it : same with man. When tired, 

go to sleep ; child also. But the mistake ^What ia it, 

Betsy ?" This to the young lady who had lately made 
the mysterious descent, and now in an equally my^rioua 
manner appears before us. " "What is it ?" said Mr* 
Spatchcock. 

" Boot's been sewed — ^thrip-penoe," said Betsy. 

" That's right," said Mr. Spatchcock j ** leave the boot 
and call again." 

The young lady softljr murmured a response to the 
effect of the " boy's waitin', " but descended with the 
message as desired. 
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^ Kqw» the mistake tlxat appears to have been made," 
^^Ottinkued the boat^owner, '^ in reference to babies is 
tbia, tbat while giving credit to the infant generation for 

Ses^ nose, and mouth, nobody seems to be aware that 
ej possess an ear ; in other words, it is not jpresumed 
Miey nave the hcxAtj of comprehension and discrimina- 
tion*. Qnite wrong. Now, don't ycxu think,'* said the 
i&TentoF, looking at me as a man who would rather like 
\& l>e oontradicted, if I eould conveniently do it, '* don't 
foo think that it is a mistake to contend that an in&nt 
li not possessed of an ear ?" 

J asserted that^ so far as my observation extended^ I 
w<»dd Qven v^nWe to maintain the infantile possession 
of two such appendages, as a general fact. 

" Consequently Now, Betsy, you mustn't inter- 
rupt us." 

" Boy says he won't go a^thout the thrip-pence," said 
tt^ drfl^tio young lady, who had again suddenly ap- 
peared upon the scene. 

<* Vw-ry well," returned Mr. Spatchcock, pleasantly, 
^ tiien desire him to bring change for a ten-pound note, 
aad I'U pay him his demand in full immediately." And 
^fais device never, I jjresume, having been tried before 
upon l^e present victim^ succeeded in effecting his dis- 
persu»i, Mr. Spatchcock continued his argument. 
" Thereupon, I contend that, in order to soothe the na- 
tural imtabilitv of infancy, the discriminating powers 
must be consulted. Now, how stands the fact P You 
attempti to quiet the child by singing ; but is it not no- 
torious that the vocal efforts of servants in general, and 
nursemaids in particular, are deplorably feeble and ineffi- 
cient? Is not the mode in which the whole tribe of 
your * rock-a-byes,* and * lulT-a-byes,' and * hu^a-byes,' 
are vocalized, an insult to the musical taste and critical 
acumen of every patron of the pap-boat ?" 

The learned discoverer had wojfked himself iato such a 
state of enthusiasm by this time that he had risen to the 
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table in the attitude of a public lecturer, and, with 8om» 
papers in his hand, was haranguing me in the character 
of audience. Of course, under such circumstances, il 
would have been an unseemlv interruption to have dis* 
turbed the meeting by a remark, and I,, therefore, re- 
mained silent, as the lecturer proceeded. 

"Now what is the remedy for this state of things? 
Clearly, a cradle — a musical cradle— which, by combiniDg 
the advantages of a cot and a musical instrument, may 
furoish the recimibent infant with appropriate melodies, 
accurately harmonized and instrumented, and by thua 
awakening what intellectual faculties the child possesses, 
may, by exciting its attention, counteract every tendency 
to restlessness and fractiousness ; — do I make myself 
imderstood ?'* 

The meeting respectfully bowed. 

" But this is only a part, and the least part, of the ad- 
vantages of this important invention ; there is not only 
an artistic, but a pecuniary gain. The nurse, whoso 
badly-performed du^ it generally is to keep the child 
quiet, may be dispensed with ! The child will keep itself 
quiet, and be its own performer on its own instrument! 
By a beautiful mechanical contrivance, whereby the 
cradle, oscillates upon valves as the baby moves from 
side to side prior to sleeping, a delicious and soothing 
stream of melody is produced, that cannot fail to exercise 
the most tranquillizing effect! Now, sir, for the eco- 
nomics of our plan ; — I have here a statement, tabulated 
from the Eegistrar's report, in which the per centage of 
gentlemen who might marry and don't is thus analysed. 
It is estimated that of every hundred marriageable men, 

" Nine and a half per cent, state that they don't see the pull of it" 

" Seventeen and a quarter per cent, prefer Evans's. 

" Four per cent, are fast men, and may be omitted as undesirable 
husbands in any case. 

" Ten and a quarter per cent, have entered upon more intimate 
relations with their tailors, and are considered in a most 
condition. 



Digitized by Google 



THE WBOKG BABT. 141 

" Nine per cent, have commenced writing poetry, and are com- 
puted still more promising, in fact, decidedly promised cases. 

" The ninth part of one per cent, cannot get anybody to have 
him — and, mark this ! — 

" Forty-nine and eight-ninths per cent, would marry at once, if it 
wa3*nt for the bother of the hoMea and the expense of the nurse I 

" So that with the trifling and insignificant exception 
of the ninth part of a man, fifty human beings out of 
every hundred are deprived of matrimonial blessings from 
considerations which will be removed by the musical 
cradle. Are you satisfied, eir ?*' 

Satisfied ! — I should think such a statement calculated 
to make an aspiring bachelor very dissatisfied. What do 
you say, Jane ? 

The lecturer was again among his documents as he 
proceeded. " Thus much for the value of the invention ; 
now for the probable demand. Babies being an article 
of universal production, it follows that cradles must be a 
commodity of general consumption ; and it is calculated 
from the most careful returns, extending over several 
years, that every seven babies will, on an average, consume 
four cradles. The consumption, therefore, will be enor- 
mous.'* 

It may be as weU to note here the awful and in- 
scrutable meaning Mr. Spatchcock, in common I believe 
with most statistical people, attached to the cosmopolitan 
word "consumption;" all the world were "consumers,** 
and everything was "consumed,** and nothing seemed 
going on but " consumption." Before mastering these 
^vourite technicalities, it was quite horrifying to hear ot 
a given " area'* of families in Belgravia " consuming** a 
larger number of livery servants than the like quantity of 
households in Bloomsbury. It always struck me as a 
favourable point in railways that they dilninished the 
"consumption" of horses by private gentlemen; and 
when I saw by a recent document that, for the last few 
yearS; the " consumption** of bricks had greatly increased 
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in Ireland, I wondered what on earth the poor Irish would 
be driven to next as a substitute for potatoes. 

The speaker haying enumerated other advantages of 
his inyention, and stated that he had a full-sized model 
duly prepared, concluded his address by compoundui^ 
and drinking a glass of cold spirits and water ; to whicn 
he at first hoq>itabl7 inyited his audi^ce, and gracefully 
and eyen carefully resumed his seat. It was so far an 
effeetiye speech that, haying duly reported it to my friend 
Kreddles, Mr. Spatchcock received an invitation to visit 
Larkspur Yilla in the course of i^ following week, bring- 
ing with him the model of his *' Improved ^tent Musical 
Cradle." 

The loving pair at the sunny little Villa, on concluding 
breakfast, have now strolled out upon and beyond their 
own grounds on a customary early ramble. Johnny 
Quick has been desired to permit the brei^ast equipage 
to remain in anticipation of a gentleman visitor by the 
first morning train from town^ and is now following 
intently with her eyes the retreating couple, in un- 
disguised admiration of their affeciionate demeanour, 
which at length finds audible expression. ''He! he! 
how they do go it — master and missus are good *uns for 
dolly-ing, s:irely." With these words Miss Johnny Quick 
transfers her gaze from the loving pair, and falls to a 
most critical scrutiny of the elbow point on her left arm ; 
which by dint of the like rigid examination perpetually 
repeated has attained a hue of the deepest and most 
lustrous vermilion. It would be utterly inconsistent with 
this young lady's established characteristics if the operation 
were performed iu other than the most deliberato man- 
ner, Miss Quick in short being remarkable for extreme 
slowness in every act and movement under ev^ con- 
tingency whatsoever ; a distinguishment which a certiun 
shMnbling g^ut and a stout muscular fi^me considei&bly 
hei^^htmed and augmented; Uiese charms — added to a 
decided predilection f<H: unfemifiine gaxm^its fokl A 
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resolute division of h^r hair upon tbe inasculiue principle 
of a narrow side walk and broad carriage road instead of 
tke orthodox female method oi an equal lateral pa4:hway — 
had led to the easy translation of Jenny into Johnny, Her 
services at Larkspur Villa are of a rather polyglot nature, 
Mid her personal oddities are overlooked by t& residents 
in l^at cnarming retreat^ in admiration for her constancy, 
integrity, and unflagging good humour; the homage of 
good sense to intrinsic excellence, which the world still 
pays despite all its iniquities. 

Johnny's scrutiny of her inflammatory elbow is int»- 
r^ted by a rin^ at the gate, and gmdually with<^wing 
her contemplation as the contracted skin is released, 
finds new occupation for her hands in a slight titillation 
of her head and adjustment of her jacket-frock ; and a 
second ring being heard by this time, prepares to admit 
the visitor. The arrival, as Johnny had be^ forewarned, 
proves to be that of the gentleman expected by first 
train, respecting whose entertainment pending the return 
of his host, Miss Quick has received aU needful instruc- 
tions. She, therefore, ushers the visitor into the break- 
&8t^room, not without some hesitation, permitting the 
entrance, with him, of a porter bearing a large package 
env^oped in a brown Holland wrapper. This duly de- 
posited on the carpet, amd a slight personal altercation 
on the question of porterage at length adjusted, the 
triumphant porter is warned off the premises, threatened 
with legal penalties. Mr. Spatchcock turns with a beam- 
ing smile to the breakfast table and Miss Johnny. 

" Weil, my dear— master and mistiness not down yet P 
They bre^^iast late," said the visitor, affectionately 
^ancing at the table. 

" Not them !" said Miss Quick. " Been out two hours 
and better." 

" Oh !'* said Mr. Spatchcock, with a faHing eouHte- 
sance. ** Th^r kai>e breakfasted ?" 

" 2W be sure. Tea or coffee, mister P'' inquired 
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Johnny, shrewdly guessing the nature of tlie internal 
feelings that prompted her visitor's curiosity. 

Mr Spatchcock's genius was of that happy order, ac- 
commodating itself to all people and circumstances with 
equal facility; indeed, possessing this adulterated quality, 
it could scarcely be said to be genius at all, it being no- 
torious that the higher faculty does not in the majority 
of instances admit of any coarse adaptation to the exi- 
gencies of vulgar existence. No; Mr. Spatchcock's 
genius is not of the heavenly order ; he is playing the 
bon vivant to a mere country serving wench, prompted 
by a veiy earthly inspiration towards a good breakfast ; 
so, rubbing his hands cheerfully, he affably remarks — 
" Your perceptive faculties, Kitty, my love — " 
"T'ant Kitty." 

" Of course not, who said it was — Emily ? Mary ? 
Jane ? Lucretia ?" 

" You'd never guess, mister. He ! he ! — it be Johnny 
— Johnny Quick." 

" Guess it in a moment, now you've told me — Johnny, 
very elegant, lady-like name, well, Johnny, as I say-— 
your perceptive faculties do equal honour to your head 
and your heart. I have not breakfasted ?'* 

" Your hot rolls didn't come in time, and you could 
not breakfast before you como'd. He ! he !" 
" Ha ! ha ! Johnny, you're a wag !" 
" Lor ! be I, sir — that be because I don't know any 
better. I never had any scholarship." 

Finding her sparkling friend's exertions at the break- 
fast table so unremitting as to render conversation unde- 
sirable, Johnny, with the greatest delicacy and consider 
rateness, fills up the hiatus by a further examination of 
her fiery elbow, desisting presently to ask, " Do you 
know master and missus, sir p" 

G-entlemen of Mr. Spatchcock's calibre always do 
know, or profess to know something of everybody ; ac- 
cordingly he promptly replied — 
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^Slightly, I think, Johnny— why ?'» 
■An't they good 'una to love, neither P" responded 
Quick, communicatively. " You should just see 
r a kissing missus, and calling her all the heaven- 
db bodies over the flowery bed." 
^•'Aye, aye ; turtles are they." 

^' No, that bea'nt what they call themselves. Master 
missus is a duck, and she calls him a goose." 
I begin to be afraid," said Mr. Spatchcock, who, 
terminated with the cold fowl, now breaks out 
upon some newly discovered eggs, " that youVe 
iBii» poetry in your nature, Johnny." 
« I be too healthv like for that." 
. « Too healthy— for what ?" 

. " For the poetry complaint. There was a young 
aqpiolard from Lunnun came to see master, he had it 
aniel bad sure — ly ; took such lots of doctor's stuff, but 
1%^ poetry complaint had got in his bones they supposed, 
JUd he died of it at last," said Johnny^, solemnl;^ quoting 
1j||fe awful warning against poetical indulgencies. '' I 
lA|f^( mister," continued Miss Quick, as a new idea seized 
Imr, " He ! he ! you be in love, Jknow." 

** Undoubtedly, when I look on your lovely form, 
Jfobnny. I'm your faithful Valentine — that's my name." 
** He ! he ! You be in love," said Johnny, " with 
your breakfast, that be all." 

-^ " Don't say that's aZZ," remonstrated Miss Quick's 
impromptu admirer, rising as he concluded the meal in 
foestion. " I assure you, Johnny, I throw a great deal 
&, affectionate attachment into dinner and supper. Hallo! 
tiiese must be the turtles," continued Mr. Spatchcock, 
as the happy pair appeared returning in the distance ; 
wliile Johnny, gathering together the breakfast china, 
grinningly left the room, exclaiming, " Dear heart, what 
a fdnny gentleman he be, sure — ^ly, but he looks as if he 
be gotten a touch of the poetry complaint." 

Mr. £[reddles has not behaved like a man ; he has ex- 

L 
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plained the nature of hid proposed inVefiimetit td Ms 
pretty and itfectionate wife, and tbus dej)rived Mts, 
Bowerbernr, relict of an unlainented fiulpbur nte^haht at 
Yenuice Cottage, of all scandalous capital to trade %i^ 
at her customary tea-table rialtos. Had he, as aitf 
riffht-minded brute would have don6, deceited, or quar- 
relled with Mrs. Kreddles in the matter, he Would have 
afforded his gratified friends a happy and prolific thetnd 
for cominentary on the pusillanimous etiduTaneei of that 
" poor little chit," his wife, in Vivid contrast tritk hin 
own heartless monstrosities. 

However, the melancholy feet id, Kreddles has told hifli 
lady all about the mattei*, and, strange to say, dhe has 
most unexpectedly approved of the pl»oject, first stipu- 
lating, however, that a trial of the invention may be 
made at the villa, and ijl the infantile person of thc^ 
own exemplary slid irreproa<jhable " tottifes." 

It is in fulfilment of these conditions that Mr. flpftlcH- 
cock has now arrived duly provided with thd " modelj** 
beside which an' ordinary eradle id placed, to and frOni 
which the infant Kreddles id removed chimipinglyj vol* 
conscious of the experimental purposes to whidi it H 
being personally applied. 

" jNothitjg, I venture to say, can be too^ satisfactory," 
said the inventor after explMuitig the general natut^ of 
his improvement and benignly contemplating the hop^ Of 
the Kceddles, softily slumbering in the patent cradle. 
" Itou can detect, I think. Upon the features of yOUf 
intelligent infant the s;raUfied and composed expression 
that is alone produced by inUsioal Sounds. In fkct it 
may he at this moment tranquilly reflecting on soine fteW 
harmonious combination. The child is dearly in a Irtate 
o{ musical composition.** 

" Bless her,^ cried the enraptured mother. And tet lis 
stop for a moment to join the admiring tfh HOW looking 
down complacently upon the fairest piotute in th6 If orid'fl 
gallerv of living beauties — ^a sW^t-fke^d sleeping inftftt! 
Of what feminine grace or nOble manhood is this little 
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afcomie the aeom seed? What magnificent flower or 
spreading oak lies in the ** close-folded latitude'* of its 
swaddling clothes and cap-frill? Write sonnets and sing 
praises to the lustrous beauty developed in blushing 
womanhood^ whereof only a mother's livmg eyes can por^ 
ehance trace the imprint now 5 and it wul be impaired 
by doubts and vexations, or distorted by emotions that 
mng no sbftdows over the innocent lovelmess of slumber- 
ing smiling babyhood. Wreathe laurels and write 
dignity H{K)n some manly brow ; but oh ! mingle with 
these maturer attributes, as the guarantee and heritage 
(^, our spiritual b^ing the soft diviner elements of our 
infknt ]ii» ! God send us all more ofben to take lessons 
at the eradle side. 

^e fond mamma herself is the first to beeome un- 
sentimental, or perhaps it is the motherly phase of 
s^i^ment td suggest tnat her infant is such a ^lamb,*' — 
in contoi^tinetionto fi^aotious babies termed '^imbs,'* — 
and therefore scarcdy a sufficienthr satisfactory subject 
iofr ^he experiments Hereupon Mr^ Spatchcock reveals 
a deiieately int^es^ng '' family secret." He is a maaried 
man, blessed like Mr. Kreddles with an amiable wife and 
a churning first^-bom, possessing the precise testing 
Qualities of ^treme restlessness and an agreeably 
exciting tendency to yell fearfully with, or without, pro* 
yeeation, whereof the amiable infant EIreddles is deficient. 
It fortunat^y happens that Mr. Spatchcock's lady has 
iravelled with him attracted by the pleasures of the trip, 
Ibut being slightly indisposed and the invitation only 
extending to himself, Mrs. Spatchcock has not presumed 
en an introduction ; the lady has accordingly been left at 
^tavern adjoiningthe railway terminus, together with the 
vociferating infant who has accompanied the pai^y ^om 
obvioiis nu^tious considerations. A gracious message 
18 no(^ d^patched to the inv^itor's lady, intiting her 
preB^ce Ht the villA in company with the irritant babe ; 
vaA ftrriviiig in dne time the experimental ofispring is 
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quickly placed in the vacant cradle, justifying the 
warmest encomiums on its vocal powers by a series of 
convulsive shrieks delivered with remarkable cleamesa 
and volume. The general appearance and demeanour of 
Mrs. Spatchcock lead to the conclusion that her husband 
exercised a sound discretion in hesitating as to that 
lady's introduction; and would have shown a still 
sounder wisdom had he not brought her at all, inasmuch 
as there are certain indications of Mrs. Spatchcock 
having made frequent references to a sandwich basket, 
long after the sandwiches had been eaten, and only a 
glass bottle remained. Attempting now to appease her 
infant, and rejecting with derision kind-hearted Mrs. 
Kreddle*s suge;estion that "there must be a pin some- 
where,'* the half tipsy mother pinches the face, smartly 
slaps the bands, and enfolds in a savage hug the heir of 
the Spatchcocks; and these endearments failing in effect, 
consigns the "brat" to its cradle again, with the en- 
couraging intimation that " It'll stop its noise when it's 
had its cry out and not before." Gf^iving utterance to 
which gentle emotion, Mrs. Spatchcock withdrew into the 
garden. 

This was somewhere about the position of affairs when 
I made my usual afternoon call at the villa. I noticed 
that the improved cradle had a contrivance attached to it 
something after the fashion of the bellows at the base of 
modem toys of dogs and other animals, and certainly 
emitted a rather pleasing melody on the cradle being 
rocked either by the child's restlessness or extraneous 
movement. 

I am putting down exactly what occurred, and from 
that day to this have seen nothing more of the musical 
cradle; but if any ingenious mechanic or artificer can 
" work up " the notion, I beg him by all means to do so. 
I can say this much for the efficacy of the model that, on 
my arrival the " cantankerous " infant was sleeping a» 
calmly as Mrs. Kreddles' amiable little " precious;" but 
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Vliether this resulted from the natural termination of the 
•■cry," or might fairly be put down to the merits of the 
mention, I suppose the baby only knows. One rather 
nny coincidence I remember we observed was, that the 
fants, lying side by side with musical and non-musical 
mours, had a decided resemblance to each other and 
hanced to be dressed ^precisely alike ; or appeared so to 
I to profane bachelor eyes ; for having made this remark 
Mrs. Kreddles I was indignantly put down as a 
atrimonial greenhorn, inasmuch as I clearly didn't 
low the difference between "longcloth" and "cambric," 
^real coral beads and dried red berries, or the choicest 
Valenciennes lace and a base imitation. 
'^ Our little conclave soon descended from the nia^ery to 
.one of Kreddles' capital dinners, whereat Mr. Spatchcock 
Jdghly distinguished himself in brilliant dialogue and 
Iparkling witticisms, rendered none the less spirited 
probably by the absence of his charming lady, whose 
indisposition — or rather that of her husband^s to permit 
ter appearance below — ^led to her dining with Susan 
in the nursery. Mr. Spatchcock, I recollect, almost 
entirely monopolized the conversation, and favoured us 
with details respecting his own inventions and improve- 
ments in nearly every department of the arts, sciences, 
sod domestic economy. All these valuable discoveries, it 
seemed, were set fast or impeded by some unaccountable 
error in specifications or drawings, delay at the patent 
office, or culpable supineness of the government — a good 
many — by far the best — merely lacked the comparatively 
trifling amount "necessary for bringing them fairly 
before the public." We were rather startled between 
the pastry and cheese by Mr. Spatchcock producing a 
small ball about the size of a nutmeg from his waistcoat 
pocket, and politely handing it round, explaining its title 
to be that of the " patent explosive compound," and it's 
agreeable property that of blowing a considerable dis- 
tance from the foundations any lady or gentleman's 
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house, under tbe roof of which it might be am^ipfclj etroek 
or suddenly dropped. The dropjping in tbe^ pi'o^^nt q^ 
WM, at the urgent lolioitatioA of Kxeddlea fipd hisi if ife, 
into the pond at the bottom of the gardexi, JqbPW 
accompanying the inventor for the purpose ^4 &y^v 
after regarding the plaioe c^ impaersion wiih :^lmg§ o^ 
the liveliest terror. 

Mr. Spatchcock now prepared to depart; the imine^ 
diate business in hand waa terminate4 by. the inventor, 
consenting to leave his " model " with Mr. Keddlea, iu 
consideration of a small advance, and to wait a communi-* 
cation from the intending capit^aliat, to be addressed to 
him at some coffee-house in Fette^r I<ane, Mr. 3patchco<^ 
having vacated his former residence, and rather declining 
information as to his new abode, on grounds which the 
majority of inventive geniuses will find to be readily inteU 
ligible. Mrs. Spatchcock soon appeared with her infill? 
(the Kreddles' hope being still somnolent), and I bepame 
convoy to the railway station. Waiting nerp a few niq- 
ments, I took occasion to Qcrutinijte tne spinous lap9 
and coral decorating the Spatchcock offspring, and w^ 
forcibly impressed with the perfection whereto inut^r 
tive art had arrived. Mrs. Spatphcock, noticiog me, 
rather suddenly covered over tbe phild'a &ap with b^r 
shawl, and moved hastily {rem th§ spot ; tbe beU r^l^, 
and the inventor and hia femily were now on their wi^ 
to town. 

The evening being fine I made ^ rather lengthened 
detour on my return to the villa, fr^m wbieh, as I ap- 
proached, and to my intense wonderment, aonndq of re- 
? roach and altercation appeared to proceed. On enteiing« 
found my placid friend £>eddles in a ftete of painful 
and extraordinary excitement, his amiable wife in violent 
hysterics, varied by frantic exeiamations of, " Oh ! the 
wretches ! my precious Fanny I that drunken creature ! 
oh ! oh ! do go, pray ; do go I Axthup, fly directly } oh ! 
that vile, careless, Susan I" 
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" Be composed, jny love," said Kreddles, evidently 

MmBelf alftrmed; "myself and H wiU fpUow tbem 

instantly ; it mnsii, be an unintentional mistake/' 

" Oh I no, no ; tl^at dreadfid wpinan took it on purpose, 
she saw what an angel our darling was, and liej?» was a — 
arr?- just the opposite — ^a squalling little wretch.'* Here- 
upon loud infentile screams were beard proceeding from 
Mr. Kreddles' nursery and blending in the general la- 
mentation. I looked at the papai now assuming his coat 
and hat, for an ezplanation. 

" We must go after these people ; by some mistake, 
and the children being alike, and its being d^k in the 
nursery, and Susan gone out " 

'* The abominable girl," -cried poor Mrs, Kreddles, " she 
shall leave to-morrow j oh, dear, oh, dear ! Arthur, if you 
don't go this minute I'll go myself; I thiok I'd better 
go with you." 

" No, no, my dear," said Kreddles, " no necessity for 
that ; wp shall soon be back ; make your mind easy ; you 
must not fret, there's a love." 

** But now I don't quHe under9tand what has hap^ 
pened." I remaikeq, 

" Those horrid swindling wretches have stolen my 
child," said Mrs. Kreddles ; " ihey^ve gme awa^ mih Tn» 
WEOJsra baby!" 

There vas no ejectric telegraph in those days ; but on 
referring to raj watch I found the next tram to town 
would be due in a few moments. To nm into the road 
the nearest way, leaping the garden-fence, trot smartly a 
short cut to the station, which happened to be down hill, 
kuock over the porter at the gate, who exclaimed, " too 
late, gents," jump into a carriage at the first door open, 
and find ourselves some miles nearer Lqudont were of 
course but the ©vents gf a few moments. The oppor» 
tiinity now afforded for calm reflection placed before us 
the difficulties attending our pursuit. 

The probs^bUity that the unnatural mother had ©ithe^? 
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designedly made this exchange, or would be indifferent 
to a rectification of the error on discovering it ; and, that 
Mr. Spatchcock himself, with the lofty disregard of crea- 
tive minds to their own immediate social affairs, would 
confirm the proverb as to paternal obliviousness on a 
question of mfantile identity, and not know his own 
child, together with the vague and uncertain indication 
of the locality newly honoured by Mr. Spatchcock's deni- 
zenship, all formea extremely embarrassing points for 
the gloomy, unhopeful, meditations of myself and friend. 

On arriving in London we first unsuccessfully beat up 
the inventor's former retreat in Safiron Hill, retiring 
with a pressing request from the young lady skilled in 
ghostly disappearances, that, ' should our inquiries be 
crowned with success we would be courteous enough to 
communicate the result to the "Missus," or to any of 
the numerous victimised victualling establishments ad- 
jacent, in whose books the celebrated patentee had been 
appropriately " registered." Our next point is the re- 
nowned mocha establishment, whereat some slight com- 
plication arises in consequence of Mr. Spatchcock being 
known only by initial and not by name. Of all the men 
of letters quoted, however, we do not seem to recognise 
our friend as the gentleman who requests to be imme- 
diately furnished with a government situation of not less 
— ^more not objected to — thsin five hundred pounds per 
annum, payable quarterly and legally secured, for which 
he offers the handsome doVfCeur of five per cent, on his 
first year's income tax, or, if preferred, the portrait of 
his great grandmother in a gilt frame. 

Nor do we believe Mr. Spatchcock to be the original 
of another gentleman who requires the loan of a few 
hundred pounds upon the most ample security ; whi<^ 
security, we learn from the waiteress, is the manuscript 
of a five act tragedy, guaranteed never to have been 
acted at any theatre in London or the provinces. 
Slightly mistrusting our first impression with reference 
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to the latter advertiser who is expected to call presently 
for his letters, we sit down in the desperate hope that 
the needy dramatist may prove to be onr inventive 
friend. 

"We have waited but a short time when a long-in- 
person and prolific-in-hair gentleman, enveloped in a 
cloak, worn very full, of dirty folds, and embroidered by 
a polished edge of sparkling grease, enters, and obtain- 
ing two letters from Harriett (to whom he delivers an 
important and comprehensive order for " a coffee, four 
thms, rasher, 'n egg, and half creases,'*) seats himself 
on the opposite side of our box. Having torn open his 
letters, "pished" and "pshawed" at the contents, and 
tossed the newspaper contemptuously aside, the dissa- 
tisfied dramatist (for this gentleman I felt sure it must 
be) favours his two fidget^ neighbours, with a glance. 
Commiserating our restlessness, or anxious to relieve 
his own excitement by unburdening his mind to some- 
body, the new comer at length addresses us. 

" Beg parding, gents, but was you thinking of going 
to the theajrtre this evenin', at half money ?" 

"We renounced any present idea of visiting a public 
entertainment at the half or even the whole nightly 
cost. 

" Oh ! because if you was going, I would have put you 
in two dress boxes for the * Delphi,' a bargain ; " and 
the speaker thereupon produced two authentic admis- 
sions to that establishment for the same evening, being 
the interesting occasion of Miss Cremome's "ticket 
night." 

Mnding us proof even against this " tmprecedented 
attraction," the dramatic gentleman awaits in silence the 
execution of his order, meanwhile again perusing his two 
letters with a scornful smile. An impulse I cannot 
explain, and is not of the least consequence if I could, 
prompts me to resume the conversation, by saying, " You 
are connected with the theatres, sir ?" 



Digitized by Google 



164 THJ¥ "WBOHa Bi^BT. 

« Ye— es ; tlmt ii, I writ^ for them ocQasion^llyy hxdf 
it's poop work/* 

" No ; not exactly tliat, but managers are so preeipua 
obstinate, won't be Mvised as to the sort of tlun§ the 
public want ; get up foolisb light pieces ; md audieiuies 
want plays with more bacit bone in them. Howeyer, it 
will come to an end ; every fool must have his day/* 

** And no doubt, sip, you will have youre j you advopate 
the legfitimate drama ?'* 

" Yes! (no, coffee I told you, Harriet, not t^) ** only 
there again, managers are out, they fa,ncy nothing legi- 
timate but Shakespeare, ^nd Shakespeare's done np. 
There's plenty of modem Shakespeares about, if the fopl^ 
of mani^FB had the sena^ to km^w 'em wl^en they ae^ 
'em. "Wliy, Tve written something, if it was properly 
put on the stage, would tfkk^ the shine out of fcalt the 
cursed revivals; but that's wher© it is, you see j you want 
the tin to lend the manager to get up your pi^e, Now, 
if I could just raise two hund^d pounds, 1 could make 
my fortune ; I aiu trying it. By the bye," said thet 
neglected author, a^ ^ suddeu thought occurred to him, 
" perhaps you gents might know somebody that wqu14 
suit my book ?" 

"Oh! a book is it?" 

(" Addledn-'^regularly addled^ I'm bless'd if thi? egg 
isn't.)" "Here, Hamet, tftke this back," said the auttSa? 
indignantly returning the condiment in questiou. " No, 
no, not a book, a romantic melodrama, just W9nt about 
two hundred; would give security — a play I've aaied 
five hundred for." 

We wished he might get it, i^ told him Qo. 

i^ Doesn't look like it. I put an advertisement in the 
other day, and the only answer I've had ^re these two 
preeious things," he said, producing the two recently- 
arrived letters, " from two partnerslup agents, who'd put 
me on their Usts for a sovereigu a piece ; that won't do, 
it ought to be easy to get. Why there's a jfriend of mine 
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gsb liold of au o^eei^ble sort of gentleman i^ the countiy 
to go halves with him in a much more unlikely spec* 
^^zi jf^ne — aa harmonium cradle, I think he caUf it- 
it Wfm only a pantoHiime trick." 

As our readers ma^ imagine, we soon pricked up our 
eaF^ at this, and havmg carefully picked the dramatist's 
br^ina of the required (Urectorial information, gave chase 
ia fk cab, and within twenty minutes had run down our 
game at his temporary lodgings in Lambeth ; the luck- 
l^s infent being in full cry at the death — Kreddles him- 
self, baving preserved his temper hitherto, flew at Spatch- 
cock, on seeing him, like a bantam. 

JiTotbing but the fear of being put down by my es- 
teemed aunt as a Victoria dramatist prevents my giving 
iQ detail the scene that followed; elsewise you mu^t 
admit, if you have any taste in transpontine literature, 
that an infuriated father seizing the ruffian whq has 
robbed him of his infant and fiercely demanding back his 
ofily child — ^the scene being laid in a craay tumble down 
building by the water side — are very fair materials for a 
strikingly dramatic situation. Mr. Spatchcock is, how- 
everi a man of business, and not a dramatic artist ; ^d 
apparently seeing there is something to be made by the 
incident, speedily dissolves the dramatic view ot the 
question, and having, with my assistance, succeeded in 
bfiBging Mr. ICreddles to a partially tranquil frame of 
inina, the inventor observes, " My dear sir, I am sure I 
regret any inconvenience, but pray let us discuss this 
aS&ir like men of business." 

" Have the child brought in, sir; I demand that," ex- 
claimed Ereddles. 

** Oh ! c^rtainly, no objection, I'm sure ; Mrs. Spatch- 
cock has just dropped off to sleep, but I will rouse her 
presently." A loud snore was heard from the adjoining 
chamber, in corroboration of this hct, as Mr. Spatchcock 
yfoeeeded : " Meanwhile, permit me to observe that if I 
deliver np the chUd to you, we are stiU without security 
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or guarantee for the return of our own infant, "** Mr. 
Kreddles gave a violent start : " I do not wish to impute 
anything," said the inventor deferentially; "but yon 
hesitate to trust me, my dear sir — ^why should I trust 
you ? It is just as reasonable to say you are feloniously 
detaining my child, as assert we are wrongfully in pos- 
session of yours. In point of flact, I hold your child in 
pawn; excuse me if I decline to give up the pledge 
without the ticket." 

This was certainly a painfully unexpected position for 
poor Kreddles' " little pledge " to be placed in. I, of 
course, suggested that Mr. Spatchcock and his wife 
should accompany us in a post chaise, and obtain their 
infantine ticket; but Mr. Spatchcock objected. " Quite 
impossible, to-night; Mrs. Spatchcock is not in a fit 
state to travel, and really I wouldn't — ^not interfering in 
family matters — ^take upon myself to determine this ex- 
traordinary question of disputed identity." 

" "What on earth should I wish to detain your child 
for P" said Kreddles, incredulously. 

" Can't possibly say," retorted Mr. Spatchcock, shrug- 
ging his shoulders ; " there may be fifty reasons I know 
nothing of.^' 

" Then I shall apply to the police," exclaimed Kred- 



" I really would'nt advise you," said the inventor, very 
coolly ; " but as I am willing to meet the difficulty, if 
possible, why — I really don't feel justified — ^but to oblige 
you — leave me some security for our child's return — say 
a fifty pound note, and take your infant away ; ours to 
be given up on return of the security." 

I am afraid I half grinned at the cool audacity of this 
proposal, contrasted with the puzzled air of the pro- 
prietor of Larkspur Villa ; the infant subject of discus- 
sion, however, still airing its lungs to an extent border- 
ing on convulsions, and the fright having already changed 
the tone of voice to an almost irrecognizable degree j I 
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thought it best to advise mj friend to assent to the con- 
ditions demanded; and after much parleying, the infant 
Spatchcock was appraised at twenty pounds sterling, and 
tne missing babe borne in triumph from its heartless cus- 
todians. 

But even triumphs may be sometimes very embarrass- 
ing, and two gentlemen traversing a populous thorough- 
fiire in Lambeth, bearing alternately in their arms an 
unappeasable infant, waHng the echoes far and near, 
and assailed by the gibes of every paternal observer, and 
the reproaches of every maternal passer by, need not be 
the theme of very bitter envy. We were, in truth, rather 
objects of sympathy than otherwise, and found it too in 
an unexpected quarter ; no other than the breast of a 
benign cabman who drove us to the nearest posting- 
house, and was absolutely civil, although we paid him a 
mere trifle only over and above double his fare. Don't 
say the world is so* bad after all. 

Our post chaise arrived at the viUa about half past 
ono in the morning. As we anticipated, there were 
lights in the lower room; Mrs. Kreddles, of course, 
awaiting our return in a state of painful anxiety. Our 
infant charge being, by this time, gently slumbering on 
an extemporized bed on the opposite seat in the carriage, 
and Kreddles, fearing the sudden re-action on finding 
her child safe might be too much for the sensitive 
mother* ^shaken nerves, resolved to despatch Johnny to 
the chaise, and we entered the room as we had left it ; 
standing for a moment speechless at the sight before us : 
Mrs. Kreddles, instead of being prostrated by grief and 
fear, was comfortably sitting at crochet beside a neatly 
laid supper table radiant in smiling happiness! She 
jiunped up instantly on seeing her husband, and with 
manifestly no emotion but wifely pleasure at his return 
affectionately kissed him. " Oh, Tm so glad you've come 
back," said the pleased little lady ; " of course you found 
out the mistake. Ha! ha!" 
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** Yes, my lore, I told jou it must he ofiljr a wiMks^** 
Baid the puzzled Kreddles. 

" How absui^, to be sure,*' continued his wife : ** Whtt 
a laughpeople would hare at us if it was knoWn. Mh\ 
Ha ! How did you find it out?*' 

" Well, my dear, rather in an aeddentid ^ay,** i^Hed 
the bewildered husband, more and more Burp]*is^ thAI 
the aSbetionate mother made no Bkt&mpt to obtaiii A 
sight of her restored offspring. 

" Come, sit down, I've kept supper noting. ^ Wbal A 
shame to frighten the poor old fbllow so ;" t^ to l€# 
husband, with a kiss ; then turning to md shd eMU* 
nued: " Now H- — , if you mention h W€*d aboM ^1 
I'll never introduce you to a nice young lady aga^, aM 
I do expect some cousins of mine from KofMk, in tM 
autumn, very pretty girls, and plenty of money." 

All this was delightful to me, and amagting to EMU 
dies, who presently said, " I hope John^ won't widM 
baby bringing her in." 

" Bringing who in P" asked the wifb. 

"The baby — ^your baby — our baby— 4he baby weVe 
brought back." 

" Brought back ! " exclaimed Mrs. Kreddles j " ^wkf 
you don't mean to tell me, Arthur, yoii'te brought ba^ 
that woman's poor little thinff again r" 

" Poor little thing ! is*nt it our child that wia tak^ 
away in mistake P" 

" NO ! to be sure not— hasn't Susan told you* Hn! 
ha! I can't help it, Arthur; what^ unnatural wrelebM 
they must be. it was dear little Fanny in the cradle all 
right, but that tiresome Susmi left the wtrman filcme wilii 
the children, and I suppose she tool a fhncy to FMtn]r*» 
beautiful cap and necklace, and So chabged them en to hest 
own child; and there was a pin inside the bor^r of 1^^ 
baby's (Ap, as I thought, that mftde it so trdnbles^ffie^^ 
and in the hurry looking for the cherty on Fanny's Mb 
I could'nt see it— and we found it all ont 6^^mtf yffa 
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had gond, aiid it's all right now; tod I declare if I 
hayen't laughed till I'm crying again. Do kiss me, 
Arthur r» 

Mrs. Kreddles was more efiuily kissed tkan a deter- 
nlination in this Hew phase of the affair artived at; 
howerei*, it was fesolved to make the best possible a^* 
ittngements for Miss Spatchcock's accommodation that 
night, and restore her to her disconsolate par^ts iil 
the morning. On arriving at the inventor's apartments 
in Lambet^ however, they were found tenantless, and 
only a note tor Mf, Kreddles iremaining. 

It was from Mr. Snatchcock himself anlioimcing th&t 
hfd had availed hltiiseif of the twenty pounds last re^ 
eeir^, and a previous sUm, to depart ^ a popukf 
colony ; that he was totally unaware, until our arrivaL 
of any etchtinge of infknts having been effected, tmd 
tbAt, on making this discovery, the idea occurred to hiin 
(ji releasing his own child from the demoralising imffU- 
ences of its mother's fexample, and placing it in a com** 
fortable home by the strfttegy he had Ailopted. 

He fbll satisfied, he add^, he might safely commend 
the iiifant to Mrs. Kreddle's motherly care, and he as* 
sofed Mr. Kreddles that this promising child had given 
uamistakHble evidences of the possession of rare and pre- 
cocious mUBif3^ talent. Which could not fail, with culti- 
vation, to be highly remunerative in a professional point 
of tieW, tod wad well worthy the iittention ot toy 
(aipitalist to a most safe tod lucrative investment. 
• * • • • 

I dotted down the above incidents a fbw months 
since, during H summer Visit to my excellent friends at 
Ltokipuif Villa. "We hftve been, according to customi 
conning tod laughing ovef the story of the musical 
crftdki-^tod fcftcrwardfl, left alone with my pen, I ata 
coABdmui of a fthr^wd littie fbid^ gkncmg up curiously 
at miAe. It in to odd, thth^t thto pretty, feed, Atm^ 
ingly encompassed by flaxen hair, but bf no m§tod un- 
interesting or unattractive in its expression. 
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Well, Sissy, shall I tell you wbat I am doing ?'* 

" Please, pa — pa." 

" Writing a long story about you. 

" Please let me look, pa — pa." 

It is Miss Cecilia Spatchcock who is arraying the 
author in the " borrowed plumes " of paternity, wickedly- 
incited thereto by her adopted mamma, Mrs. Arthur 
Kreddles. 



Some years preceding the above events, I was making . 
a trifling purchase at Messrs. Dove and Juniper's esta- 
blishment. Mr. Dove, with whom I had the honour of a 
business acquaintance, presentlv approached and handed 
me a Bank of England post bill, requesting my opinion 
if he should be justified in accepting it in payment for 
some trifling articles, including a selection from the 
"wedding gloves," then under purchase, by a rather 
stout little gentleman, who was accompaniett by a re- 
markably pretty girl. I pointed out to Mr. Dove that 
the post bill not being marked " accepted," and con- 
sequently having some days to rim prior to payment, - 
he would require to know something of his customers. 
This precautionary advice, coupled with the suspiciously 
excited manner of the pair, decided the proprietor on 
declining the note ; and the gentleman having no other 
change, and unaware of the informality in his bank bill, 
is leaving the shop in some chagrin, when a chance men- 
tion of his name leads me to recognise him as the partner 
in an establishment well known to our branch bank. 
The strangers thank me for my intervention, and I 
have quite forgotten the affair by the time I receive an 
invitation to visit a recently married pair, at a newly 
furnished villa on the hill. They are my wedding glove 
acquaintances, and I made my acquaintance with Mr. 
Kreddles the day before his runaway marriage with his 
accomplished and amiable wife. 
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OUR CHRISTMAS ASSEMBLY. 



** The ladies protest too much, methinks." 

Hamlbt. 

IB3B, you railways, electric telegraphs, steam engines, 
and wash-houses, and penny postage, what d'ye 
by revolutionizing the best season of the year in its 
^. —don't say you haven't done it — I'll prove it to the 
Aaatisfactionof the most moimtainious of you eight-wheeled 
** Stepbensons," in less time than an express train can run 
j)|;to a coal truck ; and if practice makes perfect, you ought 
wbe sHck up in that fancy work — dam ye ! Diin't there 
'IBied to be jolly Christmas times before any of you dare- 
. ^bvil young scamps were bom or thought of? and where 
•\iate tbose times, or the like of 'em, now ? So it's clear 
y<mVe done all the mischief. Don't argue, I hate argu- 
ment, it's one of your modem " improvements," as you 
ealL tbem, substituting low language and bilious contro- 
f for a respectable and healthy stand-up fight. 
inter was much more durable and endurable twenty 
I ago than it is now. There appears so much stoking 
■fttaacirig, and foundry-ing and blasting, going on, 
ijie smoke has absolutely infected the weather, and 
such a dinginess to the atmosphere and a 
IS to the snow, that even if there is a little tra- 
coldness in the air it is an unnatural and unhappy 




Digitized by Google 



162 OTJE OHBISTMAS ASSEMBLY. 

rawness, as different as well can be from tlie crisp bracing ^ 
hDarity of an old fasbioned December frost. No . doubt i 
many modem innoyations are improvements, and it is 
quite true tbat at tbe time I speak of we couldn't get 
our boots blacked for a penny in a public tborougbfare, 
just as tbe young lady we were engaged to happened to 
pass with her mamma ; but even this luxury is scarcely a 
compensation for what we have lost. 

Then the gaiety, fiin, and bedevilment, to which jolly 
old "Winter, especially in the country, was the hoarj-- 
headed instigator ! The dances in the barn, suppers in 
the kitchen, out-door ridings, walkings, runnings, and 
rompin^s ! but, above all, the annual assembly, held in 
the White Hart's largest room, with a real military band, 
by the kind permission of the commandant at the county 
barracks ; heroes every one of them, to judge from the 
profusion of laurel and evergreen with which they were 
enshrouded; then, the clumsy, shy, awkward, fellows 
dancing about as gracefully as young bears, and hugging 
their partners in perfect consonance with their bruin-fike 
evolutions, all the time, however, infinitely better illus- 
trations of English gentlemen than the blatant fools who 
hang their chins upon a lady's shoulder in a modem 
polka. 

And the merry, light-hearted, good-humoured, girls ! 
dancing gracefully too, some of them, especially those! 
who had been taking lessons and rehearsing the wholi 
year since the last ball, but the majority harbouring n( 
other design than that of giving and taking as mud 
pleasure out of the occasion as possible ; and, in th( 
reckless indifference to honhommie criticism, " roHini^ 
about," as the accomplished professional M. C. patheti 
cally remarks, " like butter firkins." 

We had some glimpses of the good old time at our 
Chiistmas Assembly about five years since. This ajumal 
re-union had been suspended for some years on various 
pretexts, but the most fatal cause, I believe to be, that, 
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'wbatever tte almanacs might say, nobody conld reconcile 
themselves to the wild absurdity of keeping Christmas 
under a warm sun, the hedges budding, a rose tree in 
full bloom (as might be seen at the mansion in the 
Chrove), and the roads rendered impassable by a perfect 
deluge of mild April rain. At that remarkable epoch, 
OkriStmas day itself meteorologically varied in every one 
of its twenty-four hours, suggesting the idea of Mademoi- 
aeQe Nature wearing in her " season" as many dresses as 
I3ie most capricious and extravagant beauty during a 
metropolitan regnancy. This year, however, the festive 
seascfn was preluded in grand style by the appropriate 
scenic effects of a snow storm, a sharp, keen, healthy, 
wind, and an adamantine frost. 

l^e exuberant delight wherewith " Old Father Christ- 
mas *' was welcomed in " his original character,*' soon 
supplied a " brilliant tableaux '* of agricultural jollifica- 
I tions and terpsichorean festivity. We held an enthusi- 
sstic "revival meeting" at the White Hart; pledged 
our worthy host — delighted as aU landlords are oy cold 
liquor-consuming weather — in bumpers of his own freely 
distributed mulled port, and soon fuced the day and ap- 
pointed the stewards for Onr Christmas Assembly, 

But the " locomotive " times had worked other un- 
seasonable transformations besides in the weather ; there 
was a change de maniere in the townspeople boding 
aOTthing but hopefully for our saltatory designs. The 
dcli^htM little pastime of clique-forming had been going 
on since our last happy ball — -all owing to you confounded 
railways and steam engines of course. 

Mrs. Colsicum, the principal surgeon's lady, had come 
io consider herself so closefy treading upon the heels of 
fee gentry as to have, surgically speaking, " amputated " 
raie intercourse hitherto subsisting between herself and 
*Mrs. Pestle, the apothecary's wife ; while poor Mrs. For- 
ceps, whose husband was the dentist, alternating between 
the hope of receiving the patronage of the former and 
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the fear of bestowing it on the latter, was in a purgatorial 
state between the two. Then, again, Mr. Tanner (the 
saddler) and Mr. Muscatel (the grocer) having re- 
spectively come out in a clarence and phaeton, the ladies 
01 those households founded a territory, the frontier lines 
whereof excluded Mrs. and the Misses Goar, wife and 
daughters of an exemplary and thriving butcher though 
they were. 

As to Mr. Mainstreet, he put " Esq.** at the end of his 
name vnthout any ceremony, and with his two daughters 
dashed boldly into the patrician camp ; but then he was 
a lawyer, and negotiated loans and mortgages for the 
aristocracy. 

Such being the position of affairs it will be readily 
understood that in making out our, list of circular invita- 
tions the interesting process of " drawing a line some- 
where," proved to be a task of considerable delicacy and 
difficulty. By dint of moderating our expectations, 
however, and oeing content to consider Mrs. testle and 
family the summit of our ambition, we found we should 
still be able to form a tolerably numerous and "select" 
party within a very reasonable line of exclusion. 

The only difficulty was, that Mrs. Pestle's patronage 
was not quite reliable. Luckily, the complaisant apo- 
thecary had been secured on our committee, and being 
present at one of our stewards' meetings, whereat divers 
sickly gentlemen regaled themselves with a most un- 
wholesome supper, I suppose he saw such a fine field for 
his professional exertions opening up, that, on business 
grounds, he at once promised us the unconditional adhe- 
sion of Mrs. Pestle and friends. 

All went on well after this. Some little discussion I 
remember arose*in reference to extending the invitation 
to Miss Emily and Miss Mary Hobson, two young 
ladies, residing with an unmarried brother, whose precise 
avocations were involved iu a rather slight obscurity. 
Both Miss Emily and her sister, however, being agreeable 
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i^jb/d showy girls — dressing genteelly and dancing well, 
4nd tlie maiority of our stewards being young bachelors, 
9 irill easily be comprehended how any suggestion for 
4l|rliher information in reference to the ladies was indig- 
^jbutly repudiated. Indeed, so strong was the feeling in 
^JBeir favour, that Mr. Hobson (the w-other) was invited 
liaad accepted the invitation to become one of our 
alBewards. 

^^ Our ball had now become the general topic of conver- 
j||ltioii — the cards were duly forwarded — ^the band en- 
"^ ^ed — the M. C. appointed — the White Hart's room in 
irse of preparation — the stewards had been summoned 
» attend a special meeting for that evening to finally de- 
line the adjourned question whether the enamelled 
.-lettered programmes should or should not be em- 
ahed by a lace-edged border. A list of dances had 
fcdy been arranged, the full and entire accomplish- 
iljyent whereof would have entitled any lady or gentleman 
te rank in athletic honours with the sturdiest ploughman 
in the comity ; and everything appeared likely to confirm 
ihe prognostics of our local newspaper reporter, who 
tmderstood that the " votaries of Terpsichore" would 
muster in large numbers to enjoy the pleasures of the 
** mazy dance" on the festive occasion, and that the 
Iterfchcoming Christmas assembly was anticipated to pass 
off with the greatest possible Sclat. 

But, alas ! for the instability of human plans. A 
fiaghtful discovery had been made, that threatened to 
destroy all our brilliant hopes. I was leisurely walking 
ta the bank one morning, fancying some unusual signs 
of commotion were observable, when I met the messenger 
"Who had been sent to deliver a peremptory summons for 
me to attend at the White Hart. Several of the stewards 
Iiad already arrived and received me with the visages of 
men overtaken by some sudden and dreadful calamity. 

** Have you heard the news ?" two or three of them 
asked in a breath. 
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" No — ^no — ^for Ood's sake what bae happened P" 

« The Miss Hobsons " 

" Tea," I replied, greatly relieved, for even supposing 
these young laoUes hs^ committed murder, it vromd have 
fallen short of my foreboding. 

" You know we £uicied their brother was a clerk at 
that large boot and shoe concern in the New Town ?" 

" Yes, we supposed that." 

" And his sisters — ^those two fine girls " 

« WelL" 

" "We've ascertained it for a positive fact ^" 

" Go on." 

" They're shoe linden .'" 

The appalling intelligence spread rapidly from house 
to house. Eetumed cards showered in upon the luckless 
stewards like hail. Mrs. Joiner, the carpenter's lady, 
" regrets a prior engagement will prevent." Mrs. Tat- 
tins, milliner and dressmaker, " is under the necessity of 
declining," and Mrs. Sprottles, the greengrocer's wife. 
Writes — ** Mrs. Sprottles returns the tickets for the 
Imas ban, as she understood it was to be quite select, 
and is obliged for the same. 

" Yours, obediently, 

** M. Spbotti.es.'' 

Ours was a serious ministerial crisis^ We had already 
rendered ourselves liable for the cost of the whole a£Gear ; 
it was too late to countermand orders, and under pres^it 
appeanuices., there was scarcdy a chuiee of musterii^ « 
single quadrille of visitors. The Hobscois, indignant at 
the outcry against them, and havii:^ paid lor their ticketa, 
refiised all attempts at a compromise, and insisted on. main- 
taining their right to admission, and even had they sur- 
rendered it, the mischief had now been done. I wa» 
pondering over this gloomy state of s^Surs and wonder- 
ing what excuse I coidd make to my two eharming 
cousins, who with their brother, had accepted my invitib- 
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tion to be present, when a handsome carriage drove up 
to the bank doors and Lady Adele Scrim geo or presented 
hers^ to obtain payment of a cheque. The lively and 
pretty Frenchwoman generally stopped if I chanced to 
De disengaged, to learn any current gossip, and at this 
visit her sharp eyes soon encountered one of the circulars 
announcing our forthcoming assembly decorating the 
office walls. She lighted up in a moment at the bare 
mtention of a ball, and soon wormed out of me not only 
the particulars of our project, but also of the disastrous 
events that, in all probability, would lead to its abandon- 
ment. 

I was rather annoyed at first by the w^y in which her 
ladyship seemed to enjoy my irrepressible vexation and 
disappointment ; but, nevertheless, accepted with plea- 
sure her graciously given invitation that, after banking 
hourSy I would come up to Blenheim Park. And now, if 
the reader -will pardon the digressioUy it will be better, I 
think, for the little historktte I afterwards heard of the 
Lady Adele to come in here. 

Adele Marigny was the daughter of an artizan in the 
Quartre St. Martin at Paris, who, with his wife, lost their 
lives about the year 1830— it would be more romantic 
to say in the revolution of that epoch, but more truthful 
to attribute the cause of death, to the vulgar expedient 
occasionally adopted in this country of the lady setting 
fire to her bed curttuns, during a course of noctumdi 
novel reading. Their child Adele was saved in the con- 
flagration that ensued, and being totally unprovided for, 
to^ the usual steys to a grisetteship, bv becoming first 
a Panman flower girl, and subsequently forming one in a 
trio of chansonnieres, visiting the Boulevard cafes and the 
like places of public resort in the city — a far more re^ 
spectable vocation, be it observed, than an itinerant 
vocalist, in England. Prom this pursuit it was veiy 
easy to obtain an engagement forjninor singing parts at 
the Gyarmase^ where Mademoiselle Adele, if she did not 
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electrify her audiences by any wonderful display of talent, 
at least channed and delighted them by her freshness, 
yivacity, and good humour. Grown now into woman- 
hood, her handsome face and dashing style soon became 
the mark for every roud of the FaH^ourgsio direct his 
gallantries ; attentions wluch so irritated Mademoiselle 
that one morning at rehearsal she snatched a huge colour 
brush from the hands of the scene painter, and dashing 
it in the face and over the expensive costume of her most 
pertinacious admirer, who happened to be one of the best 

Eatrons of the theatre, indignantly quitted the dramatic 
oards. Besolved now on a quieter life, and still deter- 
mining to preserve her independence, Mademoiselle 
AdMe's name soon appeared at a first-floor window in 
the Rue Vivienne as Modiste and JPlumassier, until one 
day attracting the attention of a German baroness by 
her accomplishments and good taste, it occurred to the 
lady that the French Modiste might perform in her family 
the united functions of French teacher, lady's maid, and 
milliner, and offering liberal terms, the Cafe ca/ntairice 
soon became installed in these capacities. Availing her- 
self of the opportunities for study and improvement 
afforded by her kind-hearted and attached patroness, 
Mademoiselle AdMe was in a few years enabled to obtain 
the appointment of governess in an English family of 
rank, temporarily residing in Paris, and having among 
their frequent visitors an invalided, testy, morose, but 
very wealthy elderly gentleman, Sir Charles Scrimgeour. 
The baronet's temper, never very sweet, had been con- 
siderably acidulated of late by the circumstance of his 
niece, who had long been living with him, suddenly 
making a run-away match with a bold captain of dragoons 
whom the lady's uncle had forbidden the house. Pestered 
now by the everlasting schemes of expectant legatees, 
and the attentions of manoeuvring mammas, who felt 
sure — " My dear Sir Charles, you must be so lonely, — jbu 
really should have some nice kind creature to take care 
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of you;" the irritated baronet escaped from town and 
bestowed bis tediousness upon his unplotting Parisian 
friends. A tediousness so intolerable to the ladies at 
lengthy that they invariably left the tetchy old gentleman 
as often as politeness would permit to pour out the 
catalogue of his griefs in the sympathizing ears of the. 
French governess. 

MadmoiseUe Adele did sympathize, and with so much 
grace and empressement that the baronet at once resolved 
upon a course that should render him independent of 
eleemosynary compassion and give the coup de grdee to 
the stratagems of his designing friends. He took the 
occasion of a fine morning, Adele's radiant looks and his 
own convalescent state, to propose in form. 

^^ Mon enfant V cried mademoiselle, in well-feigned 
surprise at what she expected had been coming a long 
time, " you are too old !" 

This candour was so refreshing after the lying blan- 
dishments to which the suitor had been subjected by his 
London friends, that he was charmed accordingly as he 
replied, " Mademoiselle's acceptance will make me young 
again!*' 

"And you are — malheur — ^bad, unwell-tempered." 

" Only at the fear of losing you." 

" But see you now," continued the governess, " I must 
have my own will always — ^for ever : go to the theatres, 
soirees, receptions, perhaps every night— only except on 
the nights I do not go out, I must have receptions at 
home." 

This was not an agreeable picture for the valetudinarian 
baronet, but he had mentally drawn it in anticipation 
nevertheless, and he was rather pleased than otherwise 
with this honest enumeration of the lady*s demands. 

"And for yourself," pursued mademoiselle, " you must 
i^ree never to complain, or be jealous, or disagreeable, or 
if you are so, then to leave the room — and when you are 
iU vou must be enough content with the nurse. Then I 
win marry you." 
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These were hard terms, bufc ihe baronet kad set his 
mind on the alliance, and was fain to comply ; besides he 
had already vaguely hinted at his intentions among bis 
fKends, uxlol it would never do to subject himself to the 
remotest suspicion of having been jilted by a TVencb 
governess. Hq allowed himself but a short time for eoa- 
sideration, and his wife allowed him none for regret. 
Betuming immediately afber the marriage to Grosv^ior 
Place, and naturally expecting that the bouse would be 
turned out of windows m fulfilment of the bargain wJth 
hi« bride he ordered a room to be prepared for himself as 
£ar as possible out of earshot of the solans, and as be 
then happened to be in a slightly invalided condition he 
retained the services of an experienced nurse, who in- 
stantly devoted herself to the most sedulous attendance on 
the sick baronet. Turning round after.a lengthened doze 
to thank his careful attendant for her nice adjustment of 
the pillow and gentleness of her movements, he w«s 
surprized to find his own wife laughing at Mm ; sitting at 
the comer of his bed^ Lady Adele said, patting his hand, 
" Oh you bad old man — ^are you better ?" 

•" Much ; thank you, my love — ^but it is your usual hour 
for a drive.'* 

"Is not a faithful wife'la place by hec bnabaaad's 
side ? Did I not swear to comfort you in sickness or in 
health, and do you think I would take a false oatb, you 
sad child?" 

" Ton are very kind, Adele," said Sir Charles, hia face 
beaming with pleasure. 

" Ah, my dear husband," cried hia wife with real «a- 
thusiasm, " do you think the low-bom portionless 
governess could De so unmindful of your generous love, 
in making her the mistress of your princely home, asskd ia 
yieldiog to demands, even a rich proud titled lady mig^t 
have hesitated to require, not to love you sincerely and 
gratefully in return ?" T^ere is a fond pressure in bee 
husband s hf^nA, 
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" So," said Adfile, rising and bending over tlie baronet, 
M I meaji to Have you with me always, and as 1 want to 
go out very mudi everywhere, I shall give you but one 
da y m ore to get well in, you indolent old man," 

What a magic is there in an unlooked-for loving 
kindly act ! Sir Charles has found a better prescription 
^an you can write, Dr. Porcheater, the ingredients 
whereof axe unregistered in tfie most voluminous phac- 
macopoeia extant. His rejuvenescence is wonderful and 
he fsoriy outdoes his wife — who is really not so " h&t " 
a&BT all — ^in the zest and vigour of his gaieties at home 
and abroad; whereat if the Lady Adele but faintly 
remonstrates, the happy baronet chuckles at having 
caught her in her own trap. A slight fit of the gout 
tempering this hilarity. Sir Charles readily acquiesces in 
his wife's proposal ior a few months' sojourn at the 
fashionable resort now yearly honoured by their visits. 
I am calling on her ladyship during her second vimt in 
the present year. 

I returned home and wrote to my lady cousins, but 
the letter was a very different af&dr from the epistle I 
Imd been deliberating when interrupted by the kind and 
spirited hostess of Blenheim Park. Instead of stopping 
»y pretty relatives, I threatened them with the penalty 
of my utter renunciation and the tonnents of a life-time 
regret if they missed the opportunity of being present at 
our forthcoming assembly: our stewards paraded the 
town with the air of male^ictors who had received a free 
pardon ; the programmes were imanimously ordered lace- 
edged "regardless of expense" — the proprietor of the 
White Hart was peremptorily commanded to incur 
expenses for devices and decorations with a reckless 
prodigality verging on madness — the shower of returned 
cards was a mere " spit " of rain, compared to the 
absolute deluge of polite requests to cet tbem back 
again, and elegantly enveloped solicitations from new 
applicants. A special messenger was despatched to> 
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the military band conjuring them to appear in full 
uniform, and importing to the performers that they would 
be expected to play up like men, or must be prepared for 
the consequences. The bustle, enthusiasm, and excite- 
ment were tremendous ; and in opposition to any theory 
that the Hobsons had died or been left a fortune in tiie 
brief interval of time that had worked such wonders, it 
may be mentioned that they were observed the morning 
bewre the ball looking the same or perhaps a ve^ little 
paler than usual, and, that the handmaiden who of&ciated 
at the Miss Hobsons' "lodgings" kindly favoured her 
friends and acquaintances with the most particular 
references as to the protracted vigils of the young ladies 
in the personal preparation of the dresses provided for 
the evening festivity, accompanied by the warmest 
encomiums on the amplitude and splendour of the gar- 
ments signalized as " Miss Hobsonses choice." 

" Places and partners for the first dance if you please, 
ladies and gentlemen — ^might I request the favour of 
your standing a leetle further that way — ^much obliged 
sir, — to make as much room as possible. — ^Two sides 
wanted — thank you. One couple this way — ^the fourth 
sir. Oh! I beg your pardon, the place is taken. I 
think I can find you another place, sur. (To the band) 
Go on, you've got the programme, *The Holly Qua- 
drilles.' " 

Now, when I quote the above as a verbatim report of 
the speech of our indefetigable and courteous M.C. on 
openmg our memorable Christmas assembly, you will 
easily conjecture that the dancing is commencing with 
great vivacity and the room almost inconveniently 
crowded. You would not infer as much from the observa- 
tion of the first gentleman to the second lady " It is very 
warm," and the second lady's reply to the first gentle- 
man, " Tes, very;" inasmuch as those brilliant utterances 
usually form the commencement of the conversation, or 
indeed if no conversation at all, at an evening p£fty, 
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despite any degree of temperature, aad under every 
oomunction of circumstances whatever. 

Look at it how you will (and the best way to look at 
ft is longitudinally, from the orchestra), there are few 
sights more invigorating and delightful to any man 
exempt from the misfortime of a wooden leg, or the still 
greater misfortune of a mechanical heart, than a hall room 
in the flush and pride of its animated existence. Is it 
all show, and glitter, and artifice? I don't think it. 
Men and women are not now-a-days sufficiently good 
actors and actresses for such consummate deception ; and 
ft would take first-rate artists to mask evU distempered 
visages under the frank and sunny faces that radiate and 
spaAle here. 

The room is filling and overfilling fast ; a great com- 
motion at the entrance door announces the arrival of a 
larg^ and anxiously expected party, for whom way is 
made immediately, and who are received with great 
deference and attention. The new arrivals comprise a 
group of about thirty ladies and gentlemen, chiefly 
young, and very handsome, and as they pass up the room 
and mingle with the crowd, they display great cordiality, 
and appear vastly delighted. One lady elegantly cos- 
tumed in the Prench s^le, and leaning on the arm of a 
noble-looking elderly gentleman, is particularly smiling 
and affable; and as she arrives at the Miss Hobson's 
seat, shakes hands with the young ladies, sits beside 
them, and begs permission, as the dances are now form- 
ing, to join in their set, having previously sent the gentle- 
man, who accompanied her, across the room to endeavour 
to procure Mr. Hobson as her partner. This done, and 
the quadrille, with the Misses Hobsons and their part- 
ners on either side, duly formed in the place of honour 
at the top of the room, the band strike up inspiritingly, 
and the next dance is led off by Mr. Hobson and Lady 
AdMe Scrimgeour. 

The dance went merrily on; none "assisting" more 
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heartily and even hilaricmsfy tban her ladjship^s elegant 
and delightful friends. 1%eir demeanour, indeed, opened 
up entirely new views on the suhject of the manners and 
customs of fiishionahle society. Miss Whalebone, the 
" finishing '* governess, who, with her two eider pupSs, 
were present, had cleariy "finished" those misguided 
young ladies entirely wrong by defining the proper and 
genteel deportment at a pnbKc ball to be that of tke la<fy 
quitting her partner's arm immediately afber the dance, 
resuming her seat, maintaining a pokerish attitude beside 
her chaperon, and firmly declinmg all refreshment on 
every ground and pretext whatever ; a mistake unfbrtn- 
nately discovered-— as such young ladies' blunders not 
imfrequehtly are — ^too late for rectification, by the inom- 
venient fact of nobody asking them again. Mrs. Gkiar, 
also, who had equipped her daughters in gorgeous and 
eroensive imitation of the caricatures in the last montk^s 
Maffttzin des Moddf, was astonished to find the real qiia- 
lity ignoring these stipposed fashions, and appearing in 
graceful and well-fitting dresses of plain material, and 
almost wholly divested of ornament, and those of ihe 
simplest description. One thing especially remarked is, 
that the Misses Hobson, dressed in very light blue siSts 
each with one floral decoration in her hair, look mare 
like " quality " people than any others in the room ; and 
as they are always mcluded in any " house " Lad^ Ad^le 
forms, might readily pass for patrician bom. These 
young laddes, as might naturally be supposed, are the 
theme of imiversal comment. Miss Latitat, an evening 
party hahituS, and most experienced young lady, is es- 
pecially voluble. 

" Do you know the Miss Hobsona — see you do by 
smiling ; a tender subject, perhaps — ^well, I'U be parti- 
cular — ^no, but seriously; are tney really somebody*8 
children, or nobody's, do you think ?" 

We incline to the former hypothesis. 

" Well so I should think, for see what notice Lady 
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flgeour appears to take of them, and she, you know, 

I Bets the &Bhion with our gentry — ^thou^ I believe 

l^as at one time a ballad singer in the streets. How- 

'tf of course, as the vnfe of Sir Charles, thafc is nois 

ed. Do look at the Hobson girls — right and 

latter behest refers to the figure in the quadrille 

commencing^ at its conclusion, Miss Latitat's im- 

ng conversation is resumed. 

They are sitting down this time, and I declare if 

is not a perfect bevy of dashing young fellows evi- 

y trying to persuade them to dance. Quite a pro- 

CTop of partners, I know you were goiug to say by 

laughing." 

ur compelled us to disclaim the authorsjiip of 
brilliant observation. 

Beally their dresses fit very well, eonsidering they 
' * them themselves; they shouldn't have dressed 
sMkB though ; pink would have suited the youngest 
r ; but they look very well, and you'd never suppose 
bad been working all night and this morning. Ah, 
satirical creature, now I do know what you are 
rfng if you don't say it." 
e begged to be told our thoughts. 
"Well, you mean to say that this morning they were 
TBr0, and to-night they are heaping — Galop, ,^fliZ^." 
^3tb would be a capital invention if anybody could do 
r with the "breaking up " after a nice dance ; put- 
the clock back so as to make the four hours between 
and two only mark four quarters upon the dial plate 
every mamma or chaperon's gold repeater, would be a 
in the right direction, but the entire annihilation of 
, and considerable extension of space at a aotree deli- 
e, safe improvements most imperatively demanded. 
! that no esto perpetua can be inscribed on mundane 
easures yetf The final dance in the programme is 
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ended ; the band liave played " God save the Queen," 
and are covering up their instruments ; the half dozen 
couple who always will linger to the end of a country 
assembly, and are sure to be the same people who came 
in while the room was lighting up, have clamorotfflly 
demanded the " first set " for the last, the stewards have 
boldly resisted, and the performers prepared to descend to 
their suppers, as one of the malcontent dancers tri- 
umphantly produces the key of their room, the surr^ider 
whereof is negotiated on the terms of one dance more. 
This over, the yawning waiters second the defiant deter- 
mination of the band to play no more, by putting out 
the lights ; and as the last visitor departs, he hears a 
jovial party assembled in the musician's room, toasting 
success to our next Christmas Assembly. 

Thus our threatened failure had been converted into 
an immense success — as will be conjectured from the 
friendly intervention of Lady Adele Scrimgeour, who, 
irate at the pretentious illiberality of the townspeople, 
and warmly championing the collahorateurs in her lady- 
ship's quondam profession — for so she termed them — ^re- 
solved to take the Misses Hobson under her own 
especial and most influential patronage, and forming a 
party amongst her friends and neighbours who became 
ladies patronesses of our Assembly, ensured an unlooked 
for triumph. Expressions of gratification and approval 
were heard on all sides, unmingled, I believe, witn any 
regrets — let me remember, though— now I come to think 
of it, there were some expressions of regret, and these 
were, on the part of the stewards, in being unable, in 
consequence of the number of tickets already sold, to 
comply with the applications of Mrs. Colsicum, J. Main- 
street, Esq., and Mrs. Sprottles. 



Six months have passed, and Lady Ad^le is paying an 
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unusually early visit to Blenheim Park. A warm June 
sun is shining into the lawn room of the mansion, and 
her ladyship, with two young ladies, are engaged in 
selections from Messrs. Dove and Juniper's " wedding 
gloves," and other articles which are their appropriate 
adjuncts. 

"Vraiment, ma chere Mary, I can give you good advice 
here," said her ladyship. " I shall play an old and un- 
forgotten rSle ; I will be your modiste^ MadamoiseUe." 

"You must do nothing, my dear Lady Adele," said 
Mias Mary Hobson ; " that will lay us under further 
obligation ; the debt we already owe wiU take our lives 
to repay." 

" Qracieux^^ said Lady AdMe ; " what have I done ?** 
It is not me have made the young cure Sir Charles has 
beneficed &11 in love with you when he came here on a 
visit. The traitors are your own good ways and bright 



"But your kindness in having taken us poor un- 
friended girls by the hand," said Miss Mary ; " adding 
to the slight education and few accomplishments we had 
ourselves acquired, by valuable and judicious lessons ; pro- 
viding for !^ily as a governess ; and — a little too partial 
to myself (I blame you for that), permitting me to be 
more as your visitor than your companion." 

" Tut ! tut !" cried Lady Ad^le ; " I found out if you 
deserved it, first ; besides, a fine lady, without children, 
must have pets and 'proteges ; many of your grand 
English people find them in birds, or pupjjies, or* prison 
heroes. I am unfashionable; mj penchant is different." 

" If the world were all like you," said Emily." 

" Like me ! all women — mafoi I what a dull world. 
There would be no gallant gentlemen in it to marry you, 
my dears — ^but do not," said her ladyship, " charge upon 
the ill-used world the absurdities of the arrogant and 
petty little coterie that passed judgment upon you. No, 
mes cheres enfam, there is a great world, to that small 

v 
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world nnknown, every day becoming wider and more 
oomprebeiuiye, that is, excltuBiye only to wrong and 
jaisaoing, and recognising no rank so readily tc^ tcn- 
qnestionably mm is achieved by s^-reliant industry «nd 
unfaltering rectitude^" 
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" Alas ! how slight a cause may move 
D ioioa siop between heaits i^t lore : 
H«ut8 ^at the world in vain faMl tried, 
And aorrow but more closely tied ; 
That stood the storm when waves were rough, 
Tet in a sunny hour fall off, 
lake ships that have gone down at sea 
When hesven was all tranquillity." 

Lalla Rookh. 

I AM the last glove of the last pair — j<ya.'d never think 
to look at me I'd ever been white French kid ! Several 
layers cif grease, a few scourings witii turpentine, a dip 
in the dye tub, and a thick coating of black lead, are not 
by any means improving and beautifying processes for a 
ddiicate creature like me. But that's what I've gone 
throngh, and I'm afraid not the worst of my troubles 
^:^er. The way in which Hepzibah " scrunches" me 
agmnst the hard wooden handle of her brush in polishing 
the grate is dreadful, and I couldn't stand it, only I'm so 
much rougher and tougher than when fresh and new. 
That shows trials are not always misfortunes, after 
all. I recoiled and shrunk up a little on being cleaned ; 
blushed deeply as any delicate glove would at the idea of 
being " dipped" — in fact, completely changed colour — 
it is so horrid to be " dipped" — and by a man! — and 
wouldn't allow lampblack to stick to me for a long 
K 2 
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while ; but now I see clearly aU has been for the best, 
and if I hadn't been so much put upon and gone through 
so many toughening processes, I should have split in the 
middle a long time since. 

As you may suppose, I have seen ^good deal of life, 
since myself and liefthand (I*m the right hand glove) 
were purchased for Julia Mallinson's marriage with 
Philip Arlington. I remember the ladies who came to 
Dove and 'Juniper's wanted half a dozen pair, but there 
was nothing small enough except Lefbhand and me, and 
we happened to be the identical pair Julia was mar- 
ried in. 

I remember all the particulars of the wedding, and 
meant to have preserved an account of it, but, on com- 
paring notes with my former associates (and I've met 
every pair of them since), I find* weddings are so univer- 
sally alike, that there wouldn't be the slightest novelty ' 
in a description. It appears to be as regular as clock- 
work for the bride to be " amiable and accomplished" — 
the oompany to be elegantly attired — the bridesmaids 
richly dressed, and the lovely bride's trotisseau to take the 
shine out of them all. It is as certain as taxes she will 
cry her eyes out on her mother's neck, though she may 
be coming back in a week ; or, if that parent be not 
available, then make her father or her sister, or one of 
the bridesmaids, appear in the character of (smelling) 
bottle-holder. The only difference that I have discovered 
in wedding ceremonials is, that the knot appears a good 
deal harder to tie the higher we get up m life, or else 
that a bishop is a clumsier hand at it than an unmitred 
divine ; for I have observed that whilst one clergyman 
can perform the ceremony easily enough by himsqjf in 
iialf an hour in the city, a bishop will require a. rector 
and one or two curates to help him to do it at the West 
end. 

Well, Julia was married by a very gentle-looking 
country curate, who appeared to accomplish his duty to 
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the full satisfaction of all parties, and I thought, as I 
xioted the quiet pleasant look of all around the pretty 
Tillage church in which the wedding took place, that the 
newly-married pair were quite in the right of it to have 
preferred plighting their irrevocahle and solemn vows 
where all around attested the greatness and beneficence 
of that Divine Being before whom they had so lately 
loielt, rather than amid the din and confusion of a 
crowded city, irradiated by so few) and fitful glimpses of 
Heaven's bright-auguring sunlight. 

The weddmg breakfast passed off in the usually demon- 
strative manner, and the happy pair started on their 
honeymoon trip. Everybody pledged them again and 
again, and it was especially remarked that Mr. ib'lington, 
uncle to the bridegroom and the principal partner in the 
jfirm in which Philip had been confidential clerk, and was 
now to be junior partner, was considerably excited. Mr. 
Morrison, his partner, who was present, said he had been 
unwell and advised him to retire — this he did, and the 
party broke up. 

Philip and Julia passed some days of their honeymoon 
at a celebrated sea-bathing town, and seemed very happy 
together. I well recoUect being in the breakfast-room a 
few mornings after their arrival, when Philip took up the 
paper and began reading to his wife. It was the report 
of a French trial wherein a most noted robber had been 
condemned to the galleys : he received his sentence with 
brutal indifference, but just as he was leaving the dock, 
a young and beautiful woman ran to him, clung round 
his neck and loaded him with caresses, entreating to be 
sent to the galleys with the criminal. It was his wife, 
whom he had injured in every way, but to whom he still 
evimced some sign of affection, ana this one firm point in 
the ruin became enough for the ivy of her love to cling 
around for life ! Julia listened attentively to this inci- 
dent, but Philip tossed the paper contemptuously aside, 
Saying he did not believe the accoimt, and denounced the 
dtory as a piece of mawkish French sentiment. 
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" But, if the wife verj devotedly loved her hxkahsa^ ?'* 
pleaded Julia. 

" Never would have been so infatuated," returned 
Philip. "Impossible-" 

" Supposing — what is quite impossiMe — that it was 
vour own case, do you not think I sholiid act the aame^ 
dear Philip?" 

" Not be so foolish I hope, love. If I turned oat a 
thorough-paced scoundrel, 1 shouldn't expect you to 
share my infamy — ^unreasonable." 

" I would though," said Julia, smiling juid kissing her 
husband ; " mind you are only to be gone an hour, dear," 
and, in pursuance of a previous agreement, Mrs. Arling- 
ton remained to write some letters while her husbaad 
strolled out on the beach. 

She almost shrieked presently, as locking up, she fonnd 
herself confronted by Philip's uncle; he was evidently- 
labouring under great excitement, and tJiere was a wild 
and incoherent restlessness in his voice and manner. He 
sat down without shaking hands with Julia, first closing 
the window and locking the door, and then mysteriously 
asked, " Where's Philip ?" 

" Gone for a walk — I expect him back presently ; but 
has anything happened ?" 

" Don't be alarmed," said the old man, laying his hand 
on hers ; then suddenly starting up, cried, " he must be 
sent for — we must have him here directly." Julia ran 
to the bell, but IMr. Arlington again interposed. " No, 
no — on second thoughts, I'd bett^ tell you first — ^Imt 
don't alarm yourself; dear me, poor thing." 

" In heaven's name do not torture me !" said Julia, 
earnestly. 

" There, there," said the old man, afiectionately patting 
her ; " no fault of yours — nor oi mine either. I hope 
you will see that — but I am very sorry for you.*^ 

" Dear, dear unde," cried the alarmed wife^ " why ate 
you so cruel ? What is it — ^what brings yon here — any 
— any accident to Philip ?" 
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" Ko, no ; he's well Plough — such people always live- 
as hard as nails — that's right, you're calmer now. Can 
you bear my telling you ?" 

" Oh, yes, yes," said Julia, relieved by the assurance 
of her husband's present safety; "anything is better 
than suspense." *• 

" Well, then — you won't scream ? — I don't want it to 
be known I'm here." 

" I'll do all you wish ; but speak." 

« Well, then— Philip— Philip— is a thief!" 

"Uncle!" 

"An enormous, unscrupulous, heartless, robber." 

^' There must be some mistake," said Julia, who had 
risen, pale, but very calm. 

"None, I regret to say," returned l^Ir. Arlington; 
** our house is completely ruined, and I am a beggar ! 
By a most adroit scheme my unfortunate nephew has 
succeeded in raising a large sum of money on fictitious 
bills, for which our house is liable." 

" My husband, Philip, do this ? I will never believe 
it." 

"And what is, if possible, worse," continued the uncle, 
" has spent the money in debauchery and gambling." 

" 'Tw false," said Julia ; " Philip, dear Philip !" for at 
that moment her husband had passed the window, and 
Julia, having unlocked the door, fainted in his arms. 

Philip, after reviving his wife, looked as puzzled as 
wdl he might at the scene before him — demanding an 
explanation, Mr. Arlington repeated his charge. 

"It's false, and you know it," said Philip; "What 
bills do you mean I negotiated without authority ?" 

His uncle quietly enumerated the particulars. 

"JThese?" almost shouted Philip; "why I had your 
special instructions for sAl I did, and you well know it." 

" Wretched boy 1" said the old man, shaking his head 
ccNnpassionately. 

"Liar!" cried Philip. 
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** It is useless retorting epithets, sir," replied Ids unde ; 
** this must of course be explained elsewhere ; the officer 
is here'* — and at that moment a gentleman with " ward- 
robe fittings complete," answering to that character, 
entered the apartment. 

Philip had the good sense to repress his own and calm 
his wife's emotion in the presence of the officer; he 
therefore asked with self-possession, "Are you really 
instructed to take me into custody ?" 

"That's my duty, sir," said the official, respectfully 
but firmly ; " you must go with us." 

" I shall be ready if you will stand aside a moment," 
said young Arlington, as the officer led the uncle rather 
reluctantly to a recess in the window ; " Now, Julia, I 
shall tax your love; I am perfectly innocent of this 
charge, but I cannot conceal from you the difficulties of 
my position; should my uncle have himself used this 
money unknown to his partner, Mr. Morrison, he may — 
I hardly know what I am saying — but I can scarce think 
of anything else, he may, in order to exonerate himself, 
deny having given the instructions on which I acted, and 
I may be sacrificed accordingly. The world will think 
me guilty, and you " 

" Oh ! Philip— dearest Philip,*" cried his sobbing wife ; 
" I did not ask the world's opinion ere I loved you, I 
will not take the world's opinion now, or ever ! It was 
my heart spoke to you this morning ; it is my inmost 
soul now confirms these words that in a happy home or 
in a prison I will give back love for love through every 
moment of my life ! " 

A warm embrace, a few hurried instructions, an at- 
tendant summoned to his wife, and Philip accompanies 
the officer and his uncle. 

The unhappy wife remained in a calmly passive state 
for some time, and dismissing her attendant prepared to 
fulfil the instructions left by her husband, and to despatch 
messengers to her friends. In turning over some papers 
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in her writiBg-desk she accidentally encountered myself 
and licfb-hand carefully preserved amongst them, and 
from which position we had witnessed what had taken 
place. She instantly rememhered we were her wedding 
gloves, and almost saturated us with her tears and kisses. 
It was a sore trial when I was cleaned, and had those 
kisses rubbed out of me by turpentine ! She laid us 
down by her side, as if she couldn't get on at all without 
looking at us, repeating the kissing every few minutes, 
and presently she is aroused by a tap at the door. 
, It is the waiter, with a letter on a salver. 

"Beg parding, mum, I'm sure, mum, postman very 
sorry, mum, never did such a thing before, mum, doesn't 
drink, leastways, not particidar — hopes you won't make 
a complaint, mum — very industrious man — wife has seven 
children and a wooden leg, mum — letter for Mr. JTor- 
lington — ^postman forgot " 

But long before Thomas had concluded this propitiatory 
harangue, Julia has snatched, torn open, and read, the 
letter ; having so much to do with UMids, of course I 
know handwriting, and was able to make it out as 
follows : — 

" My dear Phujp, - ' 

" I have been unwilling to mar your present happiness by the in- 
telligence I am about to communicate, and in the immediate pros- 
pect of your marriage I withheld the announcement that will, I am 
sure, pain and shock you. I feel, however, further concealment 
would be unadvisable. 

" Your imcle has, you are aware, been in an impaired state of 
health for some months, and, I regret to say, has recently mani- 
fested decided symptoms of insanity. He has, we believe, entered 
upon some unfortunate speculations, involving the house, unknown 
to myself and it is supposed the fear of this being discovered, 
acting upon an excitable temperament, has produced the present 
deplorable result; but the whole amount is comparatively incon- 
siderable, and I would rather lose the money twenty times over 
than see my long-esteemed friend brought to ms present pass. One 
of his latest delusions is, that you have defrauded the finn, and he 
has been so violent on this topic within the last few days that it has 
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been determined to remoye him to a priyate asylum near where 
you are staying. Your poor uncle is very cunning and suspicious, 
and it has been found necessary to resort to a slight stratagem ; lie 
aooordingly aceompaniee ^e man in charge, and whom he oonsidezB 
an officer, on the pretext of appreh^idiBg you. 

" 1 write this letter, which you will receive before your unde can 

possibly reach B , in order that you may be prepared for the 

visit and understand how to act. Your unfortunate relative being 
very violent and unmanageable if contradicted on this point, I 
would beg to suggest that younelf and Mrs. Philip should a{^>ear 
to consider his accusation genuine, and that you ^ould yourself 
accompany your uncle and 1^ attendant as the presumed prisons: 
to the asylum — once there of course there will be no difficulty. 

"Trusting you will not permit these painful circumstances to 
make mudi detraction from the enjoyment of your honeymoon 
trip, and with my affectionate remembzaaces to your wife, 
" Believe me, my dear Philip, 

'* Your assured and faithful friend, 

"Chablbs MoRRisoar/ 

Julia had just concluded this letter, as Philip in 
breathless haste dashed into the room — his wife could 
only hold out the letter and exdaim, "I know all^'' ere 
ahe was clasped in her husband's embrace. 

There was a thief in that house, although it was not 
Mr. Philip Arlington ; the culprit was Mincing ; a kind 
of superior chamber-maid and attendant to ladies visit- 
ing the hotel; Mincing was of most obsequious and 
deferential deportment ; spoke sleekly, and was strictly 
honest, in the chambermaid's acceptation of the term, 
that is to say, she never stole money, or rings, or 
trinkets, or even boots ; but as to a pair of soiled white 
kid gloves, which no lady could wear again, why they 
are such a " very trifle." So Mrs. Philip and her hus- 
band having gone out for a drive, and Miss Mincing 
rummaging the room they have left, myself and Left- 
hand soon find ourselves tomsferred to that lady's 
dexter pocket, and keeping company with a pin-cushion 
and three, love letters, a roll of lace edging, a mosaie 
gold guard rhig, and a sugar-crusher. I can hear tiiA 
young wi£d making a great disturlmnoe about us on her 
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return, and I can feel Mincing is looking in all the 
drawers, under the sofa cushions, in every recess and 
eomer^ and up the chimney, finally declaring, " You 
moat have left them up stairs, ma'am." I wish we 
ccmld haye confoimded the impudent hussy by calling 
oat from our hiding-place . that we were not glove-in- 
hand with her in the wicked business ; but to be sure 
it would never do for gloves to have the power of speech. 
I should'nt be so fervently pressed towards the close of 
an evening at a soiree dcmsante, if I told any tales as to the 
hand-pressings I had received and returned, before the late 
c(»iers had arrived. We are looked for unsuccessfdlly 
of course, and Mrs. Philip departs very angrily at our 
loss. I feel so much for her that I've a great mind to 
write a description of Miss Mincing's bed-chamber, of 
which we had the entree; but Miss Mincing would be 
so shocked — she is such a very delicate young lady; 
oh! dear, it's a pity her delicacy doesn't extend to 
glove-stealing. It is some consolation to find the thief 
can make no use of her plun^r after all. You may 
be certain nature never in its wildest vagaries intended 
Mjss Mincing's brawny digitals to be encased in the 
small six three quarters of a Parisian yo^'can^. It's no 
Tiae trying us; we wonH fit, especially handled in that 
coaarse unfeeling way. We may be wheedled and coaxed, 
and enticed, and gently drawn along to almost any ex- 
teaxt, especially if, as in most cases, our nature hi^pens 
to be VCTy soft and phable — ^but forced, never! use 
violence and we break out directly. 

On constitutional grounds, therefore, we accept with 
plea^ire the elegant hand of Miss Ethel Douglas, who 
happens to be sh(»tly afterwards staying at the hotel, 
but on moral grounds we object that the unscrupulous 
Mincing is adding injastioe to insult, in first stigmatizing 
us as "no good," and then selling us for three shillings 
to Miss P^iglas in a badly lighted room ^ quite new 
(only tried to be tried on Miss), and ymdi&t i^ all^ation 
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that we have been given her by a lady recently married 
from that hotel. 

The serpent says she is certain they wiU do so very 
nicely for Miss Douglas, and as Miss Douglas has mis- 
laid her own, and the shops are aU shut, and the carriage 
is waiting to drive her to Lady St. Albyns', hadn't she 
better t^e them ; and Miss Douglas does take them ; 
and Miss Mincing takes that lady's half-crown and 
shilling, and forgets to give her the sixpence out. 

Miss Douglas uses me veiy gently and kindly— as I 
feel sure she does eveiy thing and everybody ; and I am 
quite pained to find that although the party we enter 
is gay and splendid, my beautiful mistress is pale and 
downcast. Her mamma asks if she is unwell ; but she 
says no — only slightly fatigued, and although she makes 
this her reason for not dancing, she does not wish to go 
home again, and the later it grows, and the ofbener sne 
looks towards the entrance, as if expecting some one not 
yet arrived, the more she declares she feels better, and 
would rather st^ a short time longer. 

"While Miss Douglas is waiting for this somebody, it 
occurred to me to give you some account of .the pro- 
ceedings, but on reflection, I fear the details of a fashion- 
able soiree would be even more tedious repetition than 
a wedding breakfast. There was the usual amount 
of crowding, recognizing, incommoding, apologizing, 
chatting, laughing, and gaiety, but quite subdued, and 
every act and movement appeared to be performed on 
thoroughly established principles. There may be certain 
gyrations in the dancing unnoticed by you before, but be 
assured, if practised here, they are strictly authorised 
versions of the pastime with the very latest improve- 
ments that can be sanctioned. 

The music you may also depend on being new, and 
although you may consider it tiresome, unintefligible, aiid 
lugubrious to the very last degree of instrumental inanity, 
and wiQ consequently be of that description you never 
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wish to hear again ; yet, never having heard it before, of 
course your musical knowledge has been increased. It 
is unhappily true that you may forget all you have learnt 
by stopping to listen with huge deUght to a stirring 
melody played by a green baize band you pass in the 
streets on your way home, but you must remember that 
the disciples of the classical high-art-in"teUectual school 
of transcendentaUsts have always contended, that in order 
effectually to promote musical education, every popular 
baJid and all hvely music must be exterminated from the 
face of the earth, and they are not exactly in a position to 
accomplish that object at present. 

Miss Douglas has been asked to dance several] times 
by an elegant and amiable looking gentleman, who at 
lengfch finding his unaided efforts ineffectual, solicits the 
intervention of the hostess herself. Lady St. Albyns 
accordingly urges Miss Douglas to dance, and rallies her 
on her dmness. Ethel thus importuned complies, and 
is led by her partner to a place in the quadrille. Before 
commencing, however, the dance is unexpectedly changed 
to a waltz, and my mistress withdrawing me suddenly 
from her partner's arm, begs to be released from her 
engagement ; not wishing to waltz. Lady St. Albyns, 
however, passing at the moment, tells the gentleman not 
to listen to such nonsense, but start off at once, and 
Ethel is soon gracefully whirling in the dance. Li 
passing the entrance she stiU looks cunningly among the 
small knot of gentlemen at the door, and in going round 
the second time her eye catches a fresh arrival, by whom 
however she does not] appear to be recognized. 

I can feel by her partner's sudden pressure of the hand 
that he appropriates entirely as his reward for a polite 
speech, the flush that suddenly overspreads the fair girl's 
fiee ; probably he is undeceived by finding that I take 
no part in returning the pressure. Miss Douglas now 
requests to sit down, and arriving opposite her seat, quits 
her partner and places herself by her mamma's side. 
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The young lady remamfl silent for a short time, and t^n 
I can feel the hand I coyer perceptibly trembling, and 
Hiss Douglas is irritably pulling at the fEistening romid 
my neck. 

Suddenly she becomes more agitated, and tells hsr 
mamma tb^y had bett^ go into a cooler room, and tJiey 
^tss into the conserratory, erected as a sort of balcony, 
at the back of the house ; as we proceed thith^, I iMnk 
I can discover what has vexed Miss Douglas. The grai- 
tleman last urivody and who aj^pears to be most wannly 
greeted, has evidently noticed ^hd, yet does not make 
the slightest movement towards her, but offi^rs his arm 
to a very ^gant girl, forming one of iha ^roup with 
whom he is guly chatting. 

I don't think this young lady cares much for hm\ 
but she, nevertiieless, ilows herself to be led to the con- 
servatory, following quickly <m the steps of Mrs. Doughs 
Mid her daughter — my mistress does not observe tiiis, 
but I do ; — and presenUy seating themselves in a r^red 
corner, Miss Douglas becomes sensibk of a conversa- 
tion going on between the lady and gentleman, whidi, 
although, only in whispers, is sufficiently near to be 
overheard. 

"I assure you," said the gentleman, "had I have 
known you intended coming early, I would have made a 
point of being here sooner." 

" I fear I cannot flatter myself with that expectation," 
replied the lady, " when a more powerful loadstone his 
failed in magnetic attraction." 

" I don't quite imderstand you," returned the gent^ 
man ; " but as far as I can, you are making a mistake P " 

" Oh, no. " 

" Pray, enlighten me ? " 

" You must first prove your want of information," said 
the lady. " Do you mean to say you quite exp^ted Miss 

Duog ; but, surely, there is some one else in the 

conservatory?" continued the lady, hearing my mistress 
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making every audible noise, to convince tbe speakers 
they were not alone. 

*' Oh, no ! — a breath of wind," replied the gentleman, 
'' go on ?" 

" "Well, do jou mean to tell me, you know of Miss 
Douglas being here so early to-night ?" 

" Qh, certainly ; and you are quite wrong in making 
anything of that. Miss Douglas and myself are friends, 
merely — " 

But there is a real interruption to the conversation 
now, caused by the entrance of a gay party into the con- 
servatory ; in the bustle of exit and entrance, the lady 
and gentleman are parted, and the latter suddenly con- 
fironts Miss Douglas ; he takes her hand, and she gives it 
without a word ; but if ever fingers talked, those I con- 
tain say, " I have heard you," and the glove holding me 
relies, " I meant you should." 

The tongue-talk between the glove-owners is exclu- 
sively on common-place topics for some time, even 
through another dance, and also after supper whenever 
they meet, and then as they happen to be together, 
and are passing the conservatory once more, Ethel ob- 
serves it is unoccupied; and says quickly, in quite an 
altered tone, " I think I had better tell you now what I 
wish to say, Alfred." 

"As you please," said the gentleman sitting with a 
hnguid air by her side ; " another lover's quarrel, I 
suppose." 

" Let there be this excuse for it," replied Ethel, " it 
shall, if you so wish, be the last." 

" YouVe been leading up to it all the evening, Ethel ; 
you came early thinking I should be here, in order to 
flirt before my very eyes with the new cavalier you were 
fio affectionately waltzing with on my entrance. By the 
"feye, I thought you never waltzed with any one but me — 
powers above ! how you were blushing at some outrage- 
eras compliment the young fool was addressing to you." 
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I am sure by the way Ethel tapped me against the 
window-ledge, she was mentally s^ing, " I have roused 
his jealousy — aU will be weU.'* FooUsh Ethel! so she 
said, " Compliments were a refreshing novelty, I have 
had so few from you of late." 

Alfred Calton is inwardly thinking — so his glove told 
me, " Indifference and independence is the treatment 
here !" The tiresome man ! He is just as much or even 
more mistaken than his betrothed. 

*' And on my part I freely confess," he remarked aloud, 
" I have not been at all averse to your discoverinff that 
there were other ladies who were able to discern in me 
the little merit denied by Miss Ethel Douglas." 

" Oh, how can you talk thus, Alfred," said Etbel, 
" you know I have always been willing to do justice to 
your many good qualities and im.doubted talent, but why 
are you thus always suspicious ? Even to-night I came 
early in the hope of seeing you — reftised every invitation 
to oance, and only accepted the partner with whom I 
was dancing when you entered, at the earnest request of 
Lady St. Albyn; you are most unjust." 

Mr. Calton smiled ; Ethel was manifestly giving way, 
and he (clever fellow !) was ** managing" her so well by 
his assumed pique and carelessness, it was in frirther- 
ance of this adroit plan he said, "Well, of all the 
rarities in this world, I think a woman proved to be in 
the wrong, and yet without an excuse for her conduct, 
would be the most unique. 

Ethel was irritated that her attempts at reconciliation 
should be treated with such apparent heartlessness ; she 
indignantly rose, exclaiming, " It is useless — we had 
better part." 

" If you think so, I shall not object," replied Alfred. 

" "We — we may still — be — be friends," said Ethel, 
holding the hand extended toward him; it trembled 
and was I felt becoming cold. He took it, and there wias 
a pressure. I felt my mistress start— she was about to 
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speak ; one moment longer and all miglit have been well, 
but at that instant Lady St. Albyns, who had been their 
good angel hitherto, proved their evil genius now, — 
hastily approaching, she exclaimed, " Come, you young 
people, don't be so selfish ; do your love-making at 
proper times. Here, EbheJ, is your waltz partner going 
away broken-hearted if he cannot have another dance — 
and Alfred there will be an emeute among the young 
ladies if you don't come back." 

" Heartless coquette," said Calton, as he noticed 
Ethel accept the waiting partner. 

'" He does not care for me," sighed Ethel, seeing 
Alfred gaily smiling and welcomely received among a 
merry knot of young ladies. 

They parted for ever ; and yet more warmly attached 
hearts, or two lovers more suitable for each other never 
plighted their faith. 

In proof of this it would only have been necessary for 
you to havQ seen how, when Ethel returned home, she 
sat meditatively gazing into the fire, until long after her 
mother had retired ; how she stiU. kept me — the glove 
that had been held by Alfred for the last time — on her 
hand, as though his presence clung to me still ; how she 
even keenly scrutinized me as if expecting to find the 
imprint of her lover's fingers remaining perceptible, and 
how, leaning her arm on the table presently, and holding 
her- head against me — what a cold and throbbing brow it 
was as she faintly murmured, " I feel he will not come 
back to me, and i cannot sue for pardon." 

What would Ethel have given could she have wit- 
nessed the scene at the same moment taking place in 
Mr^Calton's apartment— (afterwards communicated to 
me by my friend, his right-hand glove). He sat gloomily 
at the comer of his bed, then reached his dressing-case, 
ife-read some of Ethel's earliest notes with moistening 
f eyes — ^yes, Ethel, with moistening eyes ! his proud man- 
'^liness melted to womanly softness — and as he returned 
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them, said, " Well, it was a happy dream while it lasted, 
but the delusion is over. Poor Ethel ! I'm a&aid I was 
too severe — ^but it can't be helped now — ^it won't do to 
retract. If she loves me she would despise me for my 
vacillation — and if she does not, she would laugh at me. 
No, no^-Amour propre — Amour propre P^ 

Amour propre ! it is a French word and should be 
expelled our language ; it has done more harm than aH 
the injurious and offensive words in the vocabulary. The 
echo and coimterpart of the little incident I have just 
related, might be told by at least one pair of white kid 
gloves out of every dozen imported. So are there im- 
provident traders in this reckless world ready to barter 
the wealth of a live-long mutual love for the dross of a 
moment's gratified amov/r propre ! 

You will be surprised at a frivolous creature like me 
indulging in these serious reflections, but you must re- 
member that I am now in a state of degradation, and 
your gay people are always remarkable for volunteering 
high moral lessons when quite used up and unable them- 
selves to profit by them. 

I am sure I have had disappointments enough ; any 
body would have supposed, after what I have mentioned. 
Miss Douglas would have laid me up in lavender for the 
rest of my life ; and so I believe she wOldd, had not a 
wicked old woman, who wanted Ethel to marry her son, 
falsely said Mr. Calton was married, and caused her in a 
burst of indignation to toss me into her soiled glove-box, 
and thus I became the property of her lady's maid. I 
thought at first Miss Douglass would have burnt me, 
and I really wish she had ; it would have been a prefer- 
able death to my present fate of being singed and roasted 
to death by that careless Hepzibah who actually polishes 
her stove with the fire in it. However, with some dozen 
companions in misery and dirt, I fell to the lot of Miss 
Tucker, the lady's maid; and, according to that lady's 
practice, I again became the subject of a commercial 
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transaction ; this time, however, I found myself consi- 
derably down in the quotations. 

Miss Tucker made her market for me at the Misses 
Dyer's Seminary, in Acacia Kow, Camberwell. Miss 
Dyer was the younger sister, the musical preceptress, 
and frequently had engagements to attend evening par- 
ties ostensibly as a visitor, but really as the pianiste 
de resistance of the soiree, on which occasions difficidties 
and disaffection woidd frequently arise from the circum- 
stance of enamoured young gentlemen compelling her, 
by brute force, to stand up, or rather go round, in a 
polka, all the time the hostess was wiiming at her to 
relieve guard at the instrument. The same inexperienced 
and enthusiastic gentlemen frequently following up their 
; attentions by forwarding dramatic passports and concert 
, admissions, nearly all of which the Miss Dyers accepted, 
I with the urbanity and avidity for which musical govem- 
] esses are so justly celebrated (more for the opportunities 
I afforded for professional criticism than with any senti- 
* mental intent) ; it will readily be conjectured that even- 
' ing gloves became an interesting item in those ladies 
I; etxpenditure. 

\:: ' The Misses Dyer rejecting native produce in this com- 
a. inodity, and the price for the foreign article "ruling" 
tliigh, they availed themselves of a suggestion that they 
r Bhould purchase, of certain Belgravian ladies' maids, their 
r mistresses' lefb-off gloves, and having them " cleaned to 
look equal to new," could thus obtain the foreign goods 
at less than half the usual cost. I entertain too deep 
a resentment to those persons in having subjected me 
to the indignity of " cleaning," to have the smallest 
, compunction in mentioning that the Misses Dyer's 
-J:" wardrobe arrangements were one unmitigated round of 
I turning, twisting, piecing, dipping, dyeing, cleaning, re- 
r viving, and re-fm'bishing up. 

^ To say that a white silk dress, bought one year second 
hand, and worn for that season in its original colour, was 
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subsequently dipped blue, and in the third year of its 
existence re-appeared done brown — that it next year, 
and a twelvemonth following, performed the part of a 
mantilla, and on its sixth anniversary started into m 
purple visite, turning up at the age of seven years 
a "nack" polka, and finally terminating its career iu 
a black drawn silk bonnet, worn by Mrs. Dyer herself — 
is to give a very faint and meagre outline of the vicis- 
situdes of a garment in the hiuids of the superiors of 
the Acacia Koad seminarr. Each' dress and bonnet 
moreover being, so to speak, accompanied by variations, 
and worn alternately by the young ladies and their 
mamma; a demonstration of great amplitude and pro- 
fuseness of wardrobe was maintained on an exceedingly 
limited and contracted basis. I look upon their pro- 
ceedings as a complete rechauffe imposture, and I don't 
believe they had a distinct notion of the term " raw ma- 
terial," except as applied to their own pupils, in which 
primeval specimens the districts of "Walworth and Cam- 
berwell are reported to be unusually prolific ; a fact I 
learnt from the company who were Hbeing turpentined 
with me, of whom we had a large number from the 
localities in question. 

I can scarcely go on now, I am coming to the period 
of my infamy and degradation — the occasion of my first 
appearance m society since my late severe renovation. 
I was rather ashamed of myself when Miss Douglas fixst 
discovered my partially soiled condition ; but, at least, I 
was in a comparatively natural state then ; but now ! oh 
how fold I feel now I am " cleaned." "What right have 
I to grasp virgin gloves and impregnate them ipvith my 
contagious odour. I have no kith or kin with kid 
uncleaned ; it is too pure for me. 

I believe there to be no more frightftd example of 
the falsehood and deception there is in the world than a 
pair of cleaned gloves. Does not the wearer virtually— 
I mean viciously — ask everybody he meets to believe in 
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them as fresh, new, unsoiled ? In fact is not the per- 
fection of glove-cleaning considered to be that of causing 
them to look like new, and warranting them without 
smell by a chemical process; and what is this but 
desecrating the noble science of chemistry to bolster up 
a gigantic fraud ? With what face can any man palm 
off his hand under these fraudulent pretences to another 
and then complain of any falsehood or deception of which 
he may be the victim ? 

Miss Dyer -was of course my cicerone, and the party 
was at Tuise Hill. The esteemed Mark Lane drysalter 
— ^who for the evening's dissipation was niulcted in the 
penalty of a lost night's rest and full costs — was a great 
patron of the Misses Dyer, both his wife and himself 
honestly admiring the spirited exertions of those young 
ladies for their mutual support. The governesses were 
^ways kindlyreceived at Mr. Peter's residence — compelled 
to dance very much, and allowed to play very little, and most 
strongly reccommended by the worthy pair to any young 
gentleman given to sighing and noticing babies, as calcu- 
lated to make most excellent, accomplished, industrious, 
wives. This valuable aid, combined with really attractive 
manners and appearance, always ensured the Misses 
Dyer — ^particularly Miss Panny — the younffest and 
prettiest of the sisters — a regular supply oi eligible 
partners ; and it was on the occassion of my re-entree 
the latter young lady met for the third time Mr. Archi- 
bald Chambers, a highly respectable young barrister in 
Gray's Inn, to whom Mr. Peters had been addressing a 
warm eulogium upon Miss Fanny, poured, as it appeared 
to her, in no unwilling ears. Mr. Archibald has dready 
been favoured with an illustration of the lady's deport- 
ment in a quadrille, and being engaged for a polka is in a 
fair way for adding to his stock of knowledge on the 
subject of Miss Panny' s terpsichorean acquirements. 
Meanwhile, a song having been demanded, this young 
lady gracefully complies, delighting the company in 
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general, and the youthful barrister in particular, by her 
vocalization. Being warmly encored and the substitution 
of a piece invited, the songstress still further develops 
her musical abilities by the performance of an elaborate 
fantasia on a popular and even vulgar air, arranged in ^ 
the latest style of florid embellishment. One of those , 
pieces of music which I can compare to nothing so much ■ 
as chasing a tune all over the house ; at one time you i 
hear a rattling jangling noise as if it were amoi^ the * 
scullery utensils in the " of&ces '* below ; anon there is a 
crescendo movement to the drawing room, and finally '* 
the original melody is so utterly subdued, smothered, ana j 
obliterated that you feel it has been quite prestissimoed \' 
tobedatlast. t- 

Mr. Archibald Chambers appears lost in admiration of ; • 
the performance ; but he is m reality engaged in a fine- * *' 
art reverie which Miss Dyer and her patroness have I 
imperceptibly outlined. On one half of the cartoon he t 
represents himself surrounded by some bachelor Mends, | 
assembled in jovial qondave, the pleasantness of thef;^ 
sketch being, however, considerably marred by occasional f 3 
heavy tintings in the shape of betting losses and default- 1 J 
ing friends. The other half represents Mr. Chambers in:?! 
the conjugal condition, and he is mentally occupied in 
determining if Miss Panny's figure wiU fit in the picture. 
With very little besides promises to look to, for his pie- 1 
crust, strict prudence reminds him the lady should be ; 
the "plum," but having made one or two unsatisfactory j| 
explorations towards this end, Mr. Archibald is favourably ] 
inclining to the time-honoured maxim of finding h^^ 
fortune in rather than mth a wife, an adage largely - 
quoted and extensively popular with unendowed spinsters. ^ 
Arriving at this highly satisfactory state of mind ithe-^ 
imaginative artist daims his partner for the ensuing 
polka, in that peculiar and critical crisis of his fate, 
wherein the slightest incident may ratify or avert the 
most momentous results. 
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F I am that incident ; Left-hand had little or nothing to 
po with it. It was Miss Fanny's right-hand glove that, 
resting upon Mr. Achibald's shoulder in offensive proxi- 
Inate to that gentleman's nose — it was the detestable, 
unromantic, head-achy, whiff of turpentine that banished 
in a moment the young barrister's matrimonial creations : 

" A breath had made them, and a breath unmade." 

The spirituelle forms of conjugal society, snug evenings, 
home comforts, and musical delights, faded in a moment 
before the demons of scant means, humble lodgings, 
limited wardrobe, duns, children, and debt, conjured up 
by the inodorous exhalations of cleaned gloves. So Miss 
Dyer sent Mr. Archibald Chambers home with a head- 
ache instead of the heart^ache ! 

I wonder if it was a suspicion of the truth that caused 
Miss Fanny to depart from her usual practice and never 
have us cleaned again, but to become a gift to 'Tilda, 
the housemaid at the seminary, accompanied by some 
1 bonnet strings past all hope of reviving. Certain it is 
we did soon after become the property of Miss Matilda 
Churn (her father was the milkman), and were in a short 
I time presented to that young lady's friends at the interest- 
ing baptismal ceremony of the latest scion of the house 
of Chum. '-Tilda, having constitutionally "asked" out 
on this auspicious Sunday, has prepared for the occa- 
sion by again subjecting us to the cleaning process, 
whereby our moral character is degraded and our ex- 
ternal appearance but slightly improved, a condition 
which has, at least, the effect of relieving us from un- 
favourable contrast with the remainder of Miss Chum's 
imperfectly washed attire. And yet how natural in the 
world strong contrasts are ! My cenotaph is preparing 
in the kitchen, under the very feet of the christening 
party ; and the greasy redundancy of the hot buttered 
toast at a festival is inflicting death wounds upon the 
last pair of Wedding GHoves! Miss 'Tilda, labouring 
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under a delusion sometimes afficting more enliglitened 
ladies, that white kid gloves must never be removed from 
the hands on festival occasions, is performing the hos- 
pitable duties of handing tea and toast to the company 
fashionably gloved. The novelty of such equipments, 
and the excitement of the occasion, produce an unsteadi- 
ness and nervousness on the part of that young lady 
highly unfavourable to our sanitary condition, and, con- 
sidenng the decided soupgon of turpentine attached to 
us, can hardly exercise a palatable influence on the re- 
instated toast. A daylight inspection proving the diffi- 
culties in the vray of any attempt to restore our original 
colour, and Mr. Chum having distinctly contradicted the 
assertion that the christening party is to be considered 
an annual institution, it is conceived our utility will be 
increased by dyeing black, — an operation not long per- 
formed ere the parner in my vicissitudes is lost, and I, 
the survivor of the last pair of Wedding Gloves, whereon 
vows had been breathed, impassioned kisses imprinted, 
and love impressed, alone, lingeringly and desolately re- 
main, a foil to the rough-grained hand of an uncouth 
scullery maid ! 
My story is told. 



It is winter again, and the avenue of trees fronting 
Messrs. Dove and Juniper's establishment is sighing as 
the fitful gusts of wind rush down from the common 
beyond. But a few weeks since and the pathway under 
the same shaded colonnade was traversed by a gay 
assemblage of patricians, beaux and belles ; the leafy and 
over-arching columns may perchance have heard minghng 
with the thoughtless gossip of the hour some words of 
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deep and earnest import. What chord is swept by the 
reverberating echoes now ? Is the whistling wind the 
glad wild rhapsody of hope confirmed, or the mocking 
derision of confidence betrayed ? Nay, not so gloomily 
to end ! We will learn, if must be, the short, sharp 
lessons of sighing winds, deserted groves, and falling 
leaves. But linger, oh ! so much longer over the 
sprightly precepts of these emblems of nature's magnifi- 
cence in the blithe spring-time, and their budding prime. 
So turn we cheerfully to greet the cheerful world again. 
It is Christmas time, and Messrs. Dove and Juniper, 
after a prosperous season are, according to custom, 
inspecting and enumerating their stock, noting down 
such deficiencies as must on the recommencement of the 
season be supplied. Mr. Dove opens among others, the 
box in which the wedding gloves have been contained, 
and exclaims :' — 

" We shall want another dozen of .'* 

" Oh, stop — stop, Mr. Dove ! We must see if our 
friends require them first." 
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